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In Ohui chill we find a signal specimen of a considerahre class 
wiiteis^ concerning whom Goldsmith’s woids aie tine — 

“ WliOj bom foi tbe universe, narrow’d tbeir mind, 

And to partly gave up wbat was meant for mankind ” 

Possessed of poweis and natural endowments which might 
have made liim^ nndei favouiahle cii cum stances, a poet, a 
heio, a •man, and a saint, he became, paitly thiough his own 
fault, and paitly tlnoiigh the force of destiny, a satinst, an 
unfoitunate politician, a piofligate, died eaily , and we must 
appioach his coipse, as men do those of Bums and Byron^ 
wnth sonow, wondei, admiration, and blame, blended into 
one stiange, complex, and yet not unnatural emotion Like 
them, Ins life was shoit'and unhappy — his caieer tiium- 
phant, yet checqueied — ^liis poweis uncultivated — ^his passions 
unc^T^cked — ^his poetiy only a paitial discoveiy of his genius 
— Ins end sudden and melancholy — and Ins leputation, and 
fiitme place in the histoiy of letters, Intheito somewhat uncer- 
tain And yet, like them, his veiy faults and eiiois, both as 
a man and a poet, have acted, with many, as nails, fastening 
4o a suic place” his leputation and the effect of his genius* 
Chailes Climclnll was born in Vine Stieet, Westminstei, in 
Febiuaiy 1731 Pie was the eldest son of the Eev Chailes 
Churchill, a rectoi in Essex, as well as a cm ate, and lectuier 
of St John the Evangelist, Westminstei As to the attain- 
ments of the poet’s fathei, we know only that he w^as q^uahfied 
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to superintend the studies of the soiij during the inteiTals of 
public tuition. At eight years#bf age, he was sent to West- 
minster School, and placed under the care of I)r Nichols and 
Dr Pierson Lloyd, wh^e his proficiency ifi classical lore was 
by no means remarkable ; nor did he give any promise of the 
brilliance which afterwards distinguished hfe^genius. At fif- 
teen, he stood as candidate for admission to the foundation at 
Westminster, and carried it tifamphantly. Shortly after, 
h^ng^hy some misdemeanour disificascd the masters, he was 
compelled4o compose, and recite in the school-room, a poetical 
declamation in Latin, by way of penance. This lie accom- 
plished in a masterly manner— to the astonishment of his 
masters, and the delight of his school-fellows — some of whom 
became afterwards distinguished men. We can fiincy 
scene at the day of the recitation — the grave and big-wigged 
schoolmasters looking grimly On — their aspect, liowevcr, be- 
coming softer and brighter, as one large hexameter rolls out 
after another — the strong, awkward, ugly boy, unbliishingly 
pouring forth his energetic lines— cheered by the sight of the 
relaxing gravity of his teachers’ looks— while around, you see 
the bashful tremulous figure of poor Cowper, the small thin 
shape and bright eye of Warren Hastings, and the Waggish 
countenance of Colman — all eagerly watcliing tlie reciter — and 
all, at last, distended and brightened with joy at his Bignal 
triumph. 

At^the age of eighteen, he stood for a fellowship in Merton 
College, but without success — ^being defeated by older candi- 
dates. Shortly after, he applied for matriculation at the 
University of Oxford, but is SAIL to have been rejected at 
liis examination, in which, instead of answering the c|uestions 
proposed, he broke out into satirical reflections on the abilities 
of his judges. From Oxford he repaired to Cambridge, where 
he was admitted into Trinity College. Here, however, his 
stay was very short,— he was probably repelled by the 
chevaux-ie-frtse of the mathematics and in a few weeks he 
retired to London, disgusted at both universities, shaking 
their dust off* his feet, and, perhaps, vowing vengeance against 
them — a vow which he has kept in his poetry. In his 



CHUECHILL— Ills LIFE AND WEITINGS 


T 


foi instance;^ he thus ridiculed those forms of ad- 
mission — 


“ WhicE Balaam’s ass 
As we&as Balaam’s self migut pass, 
And with his master take degrees, 
Could he contrive to pay the fees ” 


Penniless, and sonied hj disappointment, Chuichill letuined 
to his father’s house, and, ^ being idle, soon obtained woik 
from the foioverbial taskmaster ” of all idle people Saving 
become acquainted with a joung ladj, named S^tt, whose 
fathei lived in the vicinity of Westminstei School, te, with 
tiue poetic impiudence, mairied hei piivately in the Fleet, 
to the gieat annoyance of both then parents His father, 
however, was much attached to and pioud of his son, and at 
last was leconciled to the match, and took the young couple 
home Chuichill passed one quiet domestic yeai undei the patei- 
nal loof At its teimination — ^foi reasons which aie not known 
— he letired to Sundeiland, m the noitli of England, and seems 
theie to have applied himself enthusiastically to the study of 
poetiy — commencing, at the same time, a couise of theological 
leading, with a view to the Chuich He remained in Snndei- 
land till the yeai 1753, when he came back to London to 
take possession of a small foitune which acciued to him 
thiough his wife He had now leached the age of twenty- 
two, and had been three yeats maiiied 

Duiing the lesidence m the metiopolis which succeeded, he 
fieque^ted the theatres, and came thus in contact with a field 
wheie he was to gathei his eailiest and most untaimshed 
lauiels In The Eosciad,” we find the lesults of seveial 
yeais’ keen and close obseivation of the actois of the period^ 
collected into one focus, and pointed and iiiadiated by the 
pawei of genius As Scott, while caielessly galloping m his 
youth thiough Liddesdalc, and listening to ballads and old- 
world stones, was ^Giiaking himself” into the mighty min- 
stiel of the boidei — so tins big, clumsy, overgiown student, 
seated in the pit of Dimy Lane, or exalted to the one-shilling 
gallery of Covent Gaiden, was silently giowmg into the 
gieatest poet of the stage that, perhaps, evei lived. 
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Soon after, he was ordained deacon hy the Bishop of Ball* 
and Wells, on the curacy of Cadbmy, in Somersetshire, where 
he immediately remov<iid, and entered on a career of active 
ministerial work. Such were the golden opinions he gained 
in Cadbury, that, in 1756, although he had taken no degree, 
nor could be said to have studied at either of the universities, 
he was ordained priest hy Dr Sherlock, the Bishop of London 
(celebrated for his Sermons and his Trial of the ‘Wit- 
nesses "), on his father’s curacy of Eainham, Essex, Hero 
he contb^d diligent in his pastoral duties — blameless in his 
conduct, and attentive to his theological studies. He seemed 
to haire entirely escaped from the suction of the stage — to 
have forsworn the Muses, and to have turned t!ic eye of his 
ambition away from the peaks of Parnassus to the summit of 
the Bishops’ Bench. 

But for Churchill’s poor circumstances, it is likely tliat 
he would have reached this elevation, as surely as did his 
great contemporary, and the object of liis implacable hatretd 
and abuse, William Warburton. But his early marrjage, and 
his increasing responsibilities, produced pecuniary cinl>arras.s- 
ments, and these must have tended gradually to sour him 
against his profession, and to prepare his mind for that ruptur(^ 
with it which ultimately ensued. To support himself and his 
family, he opened a school, and met with considerable encour* 
agement— although we suspect that his scholars felt something 
of the spirit of the future satirist stirring in the motions of his 
rod, and that he who afterwards lashed his century did not 
spare his school. In the year 1758, his amiable and exccdlciit 
father died, and (a striking testimony both to his own and his 
son’s early worth) Charles was unanimously chosen to be his 
father’s successor in the curacy and lecturesMp of Ht John’s. 
There he laboured for a time, according to some statemciiyts, 
with much punctuality, energy, and acceptance* After The 
Rosciad had established his name, he sold ten of the ser*^ 
mons he had preached in St John’s to a bookseller for £250. 
We have not read them ; but Dr Kippis has pronounced them 
utterly unworthy of their author’s fame—without a single 
g earn of his poetic fire— so poor, indeed, that he supposes 
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-that they were hoirow^ed fiora some dull elderly divinej if not 
from ChuichilFs own father* This reminds ns of a stoiy 
which was lately communicated to^ ns about the famous 
William Godwin He, too, succeeded his fathei in his pas- 
toial charge Tinged, hoF^vei, aheady with heteiodox 
Tiews, hg was by no means so popnlai as his fathei had been 
His own sermons were exceedingly cold and dry, but he pos- 
sessed a chestful of his fafiiei’s, and used to read them fie- 
quently, by way of grateful change to his heaieis Tho" sei- 
mons of the eldei Godwin weie recognised by tH"* orthodoxy 
of their sentiment, and the dmgmess of then coiortf, and were 
much relished , and so long as the stock lasted, the future 
author of Caleb Williams” commanded a tolerable aii&ience, 
liut so soon as he had read them all, and lesumed his own 
lucubiations, his heareis melted away, and he moyed off to be- 
come a literatem in London. ^Perhaps Chui chill, m like man- 
nei, may have found that geneial audiences like plain sense 
bettei than poetry That he had evei much real piety or zeal 
has been giavely doubted, and we sliaie in the doubts But 
although he himself speaks slightingly, m one of his latter 
poems, of his ministerial labouis, he at least played his pait 
with dutward decoium. His great objection to the office was 
still his small salaiy, which amounted to scarcely £100 per 
annum This compelled him to resume the occupation of a 
tutor, fiist to the young ladies attending a boai ding-school 
Queen Squaie, Bloomsbuiy, and then to seveial young gentle- 
men who weie piosecutmg the study of the classics 

When about twenty-seven yeais of age, he renewed his 
acquaintance with Eobeit Lloyd, the son of Di Lloyd, one of 
the masters of Westminster School, and who had been an 
early chum of Ohm chill’s This young man had discovered veiy 
piomismg abilities, alike at Westminstei and at Cambridge, 
and had been appointed ushei in his father’s seminary; but, 
sick of the diudgciy, and infected with a fierce thirst both for 
fame and pleasure, had flung himself upon the liteiaiy arena. 
Although far inferior to Churchill in genius, and indeed little 
bettei than a clever copyist of his manner, he exerted a very 
pernicious influence on his friend’s conduct He borrowed in- 
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spiration from Churchill, and gave him infamy in exchange. 
The poet could do nothing hy halves, ’ Along with Lloyd, he 
rushed into a wild career of dissipation. He became a nightly 
frequenter of the theafres, taverns, and worse haunts. His 
wife, with whom, after the first year, lie never seems to have 
been happy, instead of checking, outran hl>- husband in ex- 
travagance and imprudence. He got deeply involved in debt, 
and was repeatedly in danger of imprisonment, till Dr Lloyd, 
biff friend’s father, nobly stept forward to his relief, persuaded 
his creditors to accept five shillings in the pound, and himself 
lent what was required to complete the sum. It is said that, 
when afterwards Chmchill had made money by tlie sale of hi.s 
poemsj he voluntarily paid the whole of the original debt. 

Along with the new love of indulgence, there had arisen iri 
his bosom the old love of verse. Stimulated by iutercour.se 
with Lloyd, Colman, B, Thtfrnton, and other wits of the 
period, he had written a poem, in Hudibrastic rhyme, entitled 
“ The Bard.” This he offered to one Waller, a bookseller in 
Fleet Street, who rejected it with scorn. In this feeling 
Churchill seems afterwards to have shared, as he never would 
consent to its publication. Hot at all discouraged, he sat 
down and wrote a satire entitled “ The Conclave,” directed 
against the Dean and Chapter of Westminster, — Dr Zachary 
Pearce, a favourite of Churchill’s ire, being then Dean. 
T’his would have been published l:g;it for the fear of legal pro- 
ceedings. It was extremely personal and severe. His third 
effort was destined to be more successful. This was “The 
Eosciad,” written, it is said, after two months’ close attend- 
ance on the theatres. This excessively clever satire he 
offered to various booksellers, some say for twenty pounds, 
others for five guineas. It was refined, and ho had to print 
it at his own expense. It appeared, without his name, in 
March 1761. Churchill now, like Byron, “ awoke one morn- 
ing and found himself famous.” A few days convinced him 
and aU men that a decided hit had been made, and that a 
strong new satirist had hurst, like a comet, into the sky— 

“ With fear of change perplexing” players. 
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T|>e effect was piodigious The ciitics admiied — the victims 
of Ills satiie writhed and laved-r-the public gieedily boughtj 
and all cued out^ Who can this be ^ ’’ The Critical Review^ 
then conducted by Sr^ollett, alone opposed the geneial opinion. 
It accused Colman and Lloyd of having concocted The 
Eosciad,” foi the pilipose of puffing themsehes This com- 
pelled Chui chill to quit his mask He announced his name 
as the author of the poem, and as piepaiing anothei — his 
^‘Apology” — addressed to the Gyihcal Reviewers^ which-^'^ 
coidingly appealed eie the close of Apiil It piove^a second 
bombshell, cast into the astonished town, Smolfett was 
keenly assailed in it, and had to wiite to Chuiclull, thiough 
Gaiiick, that he was not the wiiter of the obnoxious critique 
Gaiirick, himself the heio of The liosciad,’’ was heie lather 
broadly leminded that heioes are moital, and that kings may 
be dethioned, and had to make humiliating concessions to the 
feailess satiiist Feailess, indeed, and strong he lequiied to 
l)e, for many of his victims had vowed loud and deep to avenge 
their quaiiel by inflicting coipoial chastisement on their 
foe lie aimed liimscli with a huge bludgeon, however, and 
stalked abioad and letuined home unhaimed and unattempted. 
None cai^d to meddle with such a brawny Heicules, 

In anothei way Ins enemies soon had then revenge. He 
had gamed one tliousand pounds by his two poems, and this 
supplied him with the matgiials of unlimited indulgences^ 
which he did not fail to use lie thiew off eveiy lestramt 
He donned, instead of his clciical costume, a blue coat and 
gold-lacecT waistcoat He sepaiated fiom his wife, giving 
hei, indeed, a handsome allowance. His midnight potations 
became deepei and moie habitual Dean Zachaiy Pearce, 
aftciwards P>ishop of Ivochestei, m vain icmonstiated* At 
last, on his parishioneis taking the mattei up, and laising an 
outciy as to Ins neglect of duty, and the unbecoming chaiacter 
of his diess, he lesigned his cuiacy and lectmesliip, and became 
for the lest of his life a hteiaiy and dissipated man about 
town ” 

In Octobci 1761 he published a poem entitled Night,’’ 
addressed to Lloyd, in which, while seeking to vindicate him- 
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self fiom tlie chaiges against his inomle^ he in leality gloiies-m 
his shame His sudden celebiity had peihaps acted as a 
glare of light, levealing faults that might have been ovei- 
iooked in an obscuie^peison With his dissipation, too, theie 
mingled some elements of geneiosity and compassion, as in the 
story told of him by Ghailes Johnson in h.s Chij sal ” of the 
poet succouimg a poor starving girl of the town, whom he met 
m the midnight streets, — an mcident reminding one of the 
ihjsdai stones told of Di Johnson, and Bnike, and lealismg 
the parable of the good Samaritan Yet his conduct on the 
whole could not be defended 

His next poem was The Ghost,” which he published in 
pans, and continued at intervals. It was a kind of rhymed 
diaiy or waste-book, in which he deposited his eveiy-day 
thoughts and feelings, without any ordei oi plan, — leminding 
us of Tiistram Shandy ” or of “ Don Juan,” although not so 
whimsically delightful as the foimei, nor so brilliant and 
poignant as the lattei. 

But now, in 1762, the Poet was to degiade oi to sublimate 
into the Politician, at the bidding of that gay magician, Jack 
Wilkes That this man was much better than a clevei and 
pie-eminently lucky scoundiel, is now denied by few. He 
had, indeed, immense jpluch and convivial pleasantly, with 
considerable learning and talent. But he had no pimciple, 
mo chaiactei, little power of willing, and did not even possess 
a particle of that mob eloquence which seduces multitudes. 
His depiavities and vices were fai too gross even for that 
gross age In the very height of his reputation foi patriotism, 
he was intiigumg with the mimstiy for a place for himself. 
And he became in his lattei days, as Buike had predicted 
(for we strongly suspect that Burke wrote the words in 

J unms ” ), a silent senator,” sate down infamous and con- 
tented,” — proving that it had only been the tempest which 
had hfted him from his place ” 

Wilkes introduced himself to Churchill, and they became 
speedily intimate Soon after, indignant at the supremacy of 
Lord Bute, who, as a royal favourite, had obtained a powei in 
the country which had not been equalled since Buckingham 
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fell "befoie the assassin Felton’s knife, and was employing all 
his influence to patronise the Scotch, Wilkes commenced the 
No'itli Biiton In this, fiom the first, ^ he was assisted hy 
Chiiichill, who, howevei, did not wiite piose so vigoionsly as 
veise He had s^t to the North Bnton a Ibiting papei 
against the.,Scotch ^ On leflection, he lecalled and lecast it m 
rhyme. It was The Prophecy of Famine , ” and Tbecame so 
populai as to make a whole nation his enemies, and all their 
enemies his fiiends This completely filled up the meoSSie 
of Chnrchiirs triumph. He actually diessed his yoirpgest son 
in the Highland garb, took him everywheie along with him, 
and instructed him to say, when asked why he was thus 
dressed, Sir, my fathei hates the Scotch , and does Tt to 
plague them.” 

Loid Bute lesigned eaily in 1763, and was succeeded hy a 
ministry comprising such men as Sir Fiancis Dashwood, and 
Loid Sandwich, who had been intimates of Wilkes, and had 
shared with him in certain disgusting oigies at Medmenham 
Abbey IThey now', however, changed then tactics, and be- 
came vehement upholders of moiahty and religion , and began 
to watch then opportunity for pouncing on their quondam 
associate This he himself furnished by the famous North 
Bnton^ No 45 That paper may now seem, to those who 
read it, a not very powerful, and not very daring diatribe 
But the times were inflammsfole — the nation was fi antic with 
rage at the peace — ^the ministry weie young, and willing to 
flesh th^ new-got power in some victim or other ; and Wilkes, 
in this paper, had now exposed himself to their fuiy. War- 
rants were instantly issued to aiiest him and Chuichill, as 
well as the publishers and pimteis Wilkes was newly ar- 
rested when Chuichill walked into his room Knowing that 
his fi.iend’s name was also in the warrant, he adroitly said to 
Churchill, Good morrow, Mr Thomson , how is Mrs Thom- 
son to-day , does she dine the country ^ ” The poet took the 
hint — said that she was waiting on him — took his leave, and 
retired to the country accordingly. 

Immediately after occurred the controversy between Ho- 
garth and our poet. While Wilkes’s case was being tried, and 
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Chief-Justice Pratt, afterwards Loid Camden, was about to 
give the memoiable decision m favour of the accused, and in 
condemnation of general wairants, Hogarth was sitting m the 
couit, and immoitalfsmg WJkes’s villaUous squint upon the 
canvas In July 1763, Churchill avenged his fiiend’s quarrel 
by the savage peisonahties of his .Epistle to William 
Hogaith ” Here, while laudmg highly the painter’s genius, 
he denounces his vanity, his envy, and makes an unmanly 
a^rfeutal attack on his supposed dotage Hogarth, within 
a month,^ replied by caiicatuimg Churchill as a bear with 
torn clelipal bands, paws in luiHes, a pot of poitei in his right 
hand, and a knot of Lies mSiNortk Bntons in his left Ohm chill 
threatened him with a renewed and seveiei assault in the 
shape of an elegy, but was dissuaded fiom it by Ins mistie^. 

This was Miss Cair, daughter of a respectable sculptor in 
Westminster, whom Churchill had seduced. After a fort- 
night they were both struck with remorse, agreed to separate, 
and, thiough the inteicession of a friend, the young lady was 
restored to her parents Eendered miserable, however, by the 
taunts of an elder sister, she, in absolute despair, cast herself 
again on Churchill’s protection, and they remained together 
till his death. In his letters we find him, during oife of his 
sober intervals, living quietly with her in Eichmond In 
The Conference,” he makes some allusions to this unhappy 
affaii, and discovers the spurt, if not of true penitence, cer- 
tainly of keen remorse, and strong self-ciimmation. In the 
autumn of 1763 he became the comforter of his fiien^ Lloyd, 
in the Fleet, supported him in confinement, and opened a 
subscription for the discharge of his heavy debts, which, 
owing to the backwardness of others, proved of little seivice- 
Toward the close of this year, the North Briton was ordeicd 
to be burnt by the common hangman; and, on the motion of 
Lord Sandwich, Wilkes was handed ovei for prosecution, for 
his infamous Essay on Woman,” a parody on Pope’s 
Essay on Man” — (one Kidgell, a clergyman, had stolen a 
informed the Government ) Lord Sandwich was 
backed by Waiburton ; and the lesult was, Wilkes’s expulsion 
from the House of Commons, and his flight to France. He 
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had pieviously fought a duel with one Mai tin, an M P ^ Tbj 
whom he was seveiely wounded ^ All this furnished Chui chill 
with matter foi his Duellist/^ which even Horace Walpole 
pronounced ^^gloiioup In this vigoious^pioduction, he mei- 
cilessly lashes Martin, Kidgell, Waihuiton, and especially 
Sandwich At this/%ime he, too,' purposed a retieat to France 
— a country* where his name was alieady so well known, that 
when the Honouiahle Mr Cteirchill, the son of a general of 
the name, was asked, in Pans, if he weie ChurchilL^he 
famous poet, and replied that he was not, the answer of the 
Frenchman was, So micch the woise for you^^ 411116, 
howevei, to visit that coast, destined to be so fatal to him, was 
not yet quite come 

l^rom Pichmond he removed to Acton-Common, where he 
had a house furnished with great elegance — ^^kept a post- 
chaise, saddle-horses, and pointers*— and fished, fowled, hunted, 
couised, and lived m an easy independent manner ” There 
he continued liis irregular but rapid and energetic conrse of 
composition, pouring out poem after poem as if he felt his time 
to he shoilr, 01 as if he were spuiied on by the secret stings of 
miseiy and remorse To The Duellist ’’ succeeded The 
Authoi,”^a poem more general and less poisoned with per- 
sonalities than any of his former “ Gotham,’’ by far the 
most poetical of his woiks, came next. When Lord Sand- 
wich stood for the High-Stewardship of Camhiidge, Chuich- 
ill’s ancient grudge, as well as his itch for satire, revived, and 
he improvised The Candidate,” a piece of hasty but teriiBle 
saicasm.^^With bieathless and portentous rapidity followed 

The Farewell,” “ The Times,” and Independence,” which 
was his last published production Two fragments were 
found among his MSS , one A Dedication to Warhurton,” 
and another, The Journey,” his latest effort, and m which 
the last line now seems prophetic — 

I on my journey alt alone proceed^ 

A far and final journey was before this gieat and ill-fated 
poet He was seized with one of those sudden longings to 
see a friend, which aie not uncommon with* the impulsive. 
He determined to visit Wilkes at Boulogne, and conveyed his 
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piiipose to Ills brotlier John in the following note — Bear 
Jackj adieu, CO” On the 22d of Octobei 1764, he staited 
for France, met Wilkes , but on the 29th was seized with 
miliaiy fevei, under which, while impiiidently lemoved from 
his bed to be conveyed at his own desire to England, his con- 
stitution sunk, and he expired on the 4th of November, in the 
thiity-third year of his age He is said to have^died calmly 
and fiimly, lebuking the exce^^sive grief of his friends, and 
l.^P^tmg some manly but not veiy Chiistian lines fiom his 
own poetiy* By a will made during his sickness, he left an 
annuity* of sixty pounds to his wife (in addition, we suppose, 
to her foimei allowance), fifty pounds a-yeai to Miss Carr, 
besides piovidmg for his two boys, and leaving mourning 
lings to his moie intimate friends Wilkes got the chaig^ of 
all his woiks His body was bi ought to Dovei, wheie he 
now sleeps in an old churchyard, which once belonged to the 
chuich of St Maitin, with a stone ovei him, beaimg his age, 
the date of his death, and this line fiom one of his own 
poems — 

‘‘ Life to the last enjoy’d, kere Chuichill lies 

The words which he is lepoited to have used on his deathbed, 
s/iould have been insciibed on the stone — 

“ What a fool I have been ^ ” 

Hogarth had expired on the 26th of Octobei, ten days 
befoie his opponent Lloyd was finishing his dinner, when 
the news of his fiiend’s death ai lived. He was seized with 
sudden sickness, and crying out, I shall soou follow pool 
Charles,” was earned to a bed, whence he was never to use 
Chm chill’s favourite sistei, Patty, who had been engaged to 
Lloyd, soon afteiwaids sank undei the double blow The 
prematuie death of this most popular of the poets of the time, 
excited a gieat sensation His fuinituie and books sold ex- 
cessively high , a steel pen, foi instance, for five pounds, and a 
pair of plated spurs foi sixteen guineas Wilkes talked much 
about his dear Churchill,” but, with the exception of burn- 
ing a MS fragmentary satiie, which Churchill had begun 
against Colman and Thornton, two of his intimate friends^ and 
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electing an urn to Inm near iis cottage in tlie Isle of Wigtt, 
with a flaming Latin msciiption, he did nothing for his 
memory The poet’s biother, John^ an apothecaiy^ snrviyed 
him only one year; ^and his two sonsj' ‘ Charles and John^ 
mheiited the Tices without the genius of their father. Theie 
waSj as late as 182 ^ a giand-dalighter of his, a Mary Clim ch- 
ill, who had been a governess, surviving as a patient in St 
Geoige’s Hospital, — a chaiact#nstic close to such a wayward, 
unfoitunate lace 

For the errois of Churchill, as a man, there does ^ not seem 
to exist any plea of palhation, except what may be .found 
in the poveity of his eaily circumstances, and in the strength 
of his later passions. The worst is, that he never seems to 
ha’^e been seduced into sin thiough the bewildering and be- 
witching mists of imagination It was naked sensuahty that 
he appealed to woiship, and he* always sinned with his eyes 
open. Yet his moral sense, though blunted, was never obli- 
terated , and many traits of generosity and good feeling mingled 
with his excesses Choosing satiie as the field of his Muse, 
was partly the cause and partly the effect of an imperfect 
momle We are far fi-om avening that no satirist can be a 
good man, but certainly most satirists have either been very 
good or very bad men. To the former class have belonged 
Cowpei, Crabbcj &c ; to the latter, such names as Swift, 
Diyden, Byron, and, we must add, Churchill Eobust man- 
hood, honesty, and hatred of pretence, we admit him to have 
possessed , but of genuine love to humanity he seems to h^ve 
been as festitute as of fear of God, or regard for the ordinary 
moralities 

We have to deal with him, however, pimcipally as a poet; 
and there can, we tliink, now be but one opinion as to his 
peculiar meiits He possessed, beyond all doubt, a strong un- 
derstanding, a lively imagination, a keen perception of charac- 
tei — especially in its defects and weaknesses — considerable 
wit without any humoui, fierce passions and hatreds, and a 
boundless command of a loose, careless, but bold and energetic 
diction; add to this, a constant tone of self-assertion, and 
rugged independence. He was emphatically a John Bull, 
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sublimated. He rushed into tlie poetic arena moie like a 
pugilist than a poet^ laying about hiln on all sides, giving and 
taking strong blows, and approving himself, in the phrase of 
the fancy,” game tb the backbone. His faults, besides those 
incident to most satirists,— such as undue seventy, intiusion 
mto piivate hfe, angei darkening into nkalignity, and spleen 
feimentmg into venom, — ^were carelessness of style, inequality, 
and want of condensation. Compaied to the satnes of Pope, 
QnirchiU’s are fai less pohshed, and less pointed. Pope stabs 
with a silver bodkin — Chmchill hews down his opponent with 
a bicaSswoid Pope whispers a woid in his enemy’s eai 
which witheis the heait within him, and he sinks lifeless to 
the^’giound; Chui chill pours out a torrent of blasting invec- 
tive which at once kills and bmies his foe Diyden was^his 
favourite model; and although he has written no such condensed 
masterpieces of satire as the characters of Shaftesbuiy and 
Buckingham, yet his woiks as a whole aie not much infeiior, 
and justify the idea that had his life been spared, he might 
have risen to the level of “ Gloiious John ” IIis veisification, 
too, is decidedly of the Dry denic type Itis afiee, fieiLe, lushing, 
sometimes staggering, race across meadow, mooi, and moun- 
tain, dieading nothing except repose and languoi,^the lines 
chasing, and sometimes tumbling ovei each other in their 
haste, like impatient hounds at a fox-hunt But moio than 
^Dryden, we think, has Churchill displayed the genuine poetic 
faculty, as well as often a loftier tone of moial indignation 
This latter feeling is the inspiration of ^^The Candidate,” and of 
The Times,” which, although coaise m subject, andr coaise in 
style, bums with a fire of nghteous indignation, leminding 
you of Juvenal The fi.nest display of his imaginative powei 
is in “ Gotham,” which is thioughout a glorious ihapsody, 
resembling some of the best piose effusions of Chiistopher 
North, and abounding in such lines as these — 

“ The cedai, whose top mates the highest cloud, 

Whilst his old father Lebanon grows proud 
Of such a child, and hzs mst body laid 
Out^many a, mzle, enpys the, fihal ” 

It IS of Gotham ” that Cowper says that few writers have 
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equalled it foi its bold and daiing stiokes of fancy; its num- 
bers so liazaidonsly ventured upon, and so happily finished ; 
its matter so compressed, and yet clear, its colouring so 
sparingly laid on, and yet with such a beautiful effect.” 

One gieat objection to ChuichilFs poetry lies in the tem- 
porary interest ox the subjects to which most of it is devoted. 
The same objection, howevei, applies to the letters of Junius, 
and to the speeches and papers of Burke , and the same answei 
to it will avail for all Junius, by the charm of his styfcfoy 
his classic seventies, and purged, poignant venom, contrives 
to interest ns in the paltry pohtical feuds of the past * Burke’s 
does the same, by the general prmciples he extiacts fiom, and 
by the poetiy with which he gilds, the luhbish. And^'so does 
(Xm chill, by the weighty sense, the vigoious versification, the 
inextinguishable spirit, and the trenchant satire and invective 
of his song The wretched intngues of Newcastle and Bute, 
the squabbles of the aldermen and councillors of the day, the 
petty quarrels of petty patriots among themselves, and the po- 
veity, spites, and frailties of forgotten players, are all shown 
as m a^magnifying-glass, and shine upon us tiansfiguied in the 
hght of the poet’s genius. 

We Kave not lOom foi lengthened criticism on all his sepa- 
rate productions. “ The Bosciad ” is the most finished, point- 
ed, and Pope-like of his satires , it has more memorable and 
quotable lines than any oi the rest The Prophecy of li- 
mine” IS full of trash; but contains, too, many hnes in which 
political hatred, through its intense feivour, sparkles into 
poetry* such as — 

" No birds except as birds of passage flevr 

the account of the creatures which, when admitted into the 
ark, 

'‘Their saviour shunn’d, and rankled in the dark 
and the famous line — 

Where half-starved spiders prey on half^starved dies” 

The Grhost ” is the least fehcitous of aU his poems, although 

h 
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its picture of Pomposo (Di Jolinson) is exceedingly clevei 
The Dedication to Waibmton” is a stiam of teiiible noiijy 
but fails to damage tbe^Atlantean Bishop ^^The Journey” 
is not only interesting as his last prodhction^ but contains 
some affecting personal allusions, inteimingled with its sting- 
ing scorn — like pale passion-flowers blended\ith nettles and 
nightshade. The most of the others have been alieady cha- 
racteiised 

l!Siurchill has had two very formidable enemies to his fame 
and detiactors fiom his genius — Samuel Johnson and Chris- 
tophei Koith. The fiist pronounced him a piolific block- 
head/’^“ a huge and fertile crab-tiee , ” the second has wielded 
the knout against his back with peculiar gusto and emphasis^ 
in a paper on satiie and satnists^ published in Blmhmood for 
1828 Had Churchill been alive, he could have easily re- 
torted scorn” — set a ChnstopLero ” ovei against the portrait 
of Pomposo * ” the result had been, as always in such cases, 
a drawn battle ; and damage would have accrued, not to the 
special literateuxs, but to the general literary chaiactei Pie- 
judice or |)rivate pique always luiks at the bottom of such 
reckless assaults, and all men in the long lun feel so In 
Johnson’s case, the causa helU was unquestionably ‘political 
difference; and in Christopher North’s it was the love of 
Scotland which so waimly glowed in his bosom, and which 
cheated a glow of hatred no less- warm against Scotland’s 
ablest, fiercest, and most mveteiate poetical foe 
Churchiirs poetry only requues to be bettex known to be 
highly appreciated for its masculine and thoioughly ITnglish 
qualities In taking our leave of him, we are again haunted 
hy the signal resemblance he hears, both in mental character- 
istics and m history, to Byron Both were powerful in satiie, 
and still moie so in purely poetic composition Both were 
irregular in life, and unfortunate in marriage. Both were 
distinguished by fitful generosity, and careless tenderness 
Both obtained at once, and duiing all their career maintained, 
a pre-eminence in popularity over, all their contemporaries 
Both were severely handled by reviewers, and underrated by 
mals. Both assumed an attitude of defiance to the world, 
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and stood ostentatiously at bay Both mingled largely in the 
politics of then day^ and both took the libeial side Both felt 
and expiessed keen lemoise for their eriors, and puiposcd and 
m pait began lefoims^tion Both died at an untimely age by 
fevei, and in a foreign land. The dust of both, not admitted 
into Westminstei/^bbey, nexeitheless reposes in then native 
soil, and attiacts daily -visitors, who lean, and weep, and 
wonder ovei it — ^partly in synf^athy with their fate — paitly in 
pity for then errors — and partly m admiiation of then gemttb 


ISTote — We have not alluded to vaiious anecdotes told 
about Chui chill’s journey to Wales, about his setting up as a 
cider merchant, &c , because some of them appear extiemely 
apociyphal The authoi of an aiticle on him in Hio. Edinhurgh 
Remew foi Januaiy 1845 assents that he was lejected from 
Oxfoid because he had aheady been mained But, if so, why 
was he admitted to Cambiidge ^ Besides, the wntei adduces 
no proof of his asseition The paper, otherwise, is woithy of 
its author and of the poet 
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CHUaCHILL’S POEMS. 


THE ROSCIAD' 

Ualvuowing and unknown, tlie haidy Muse 
Boldly defies all mean and partial views , 

With honest freedom plays the critic’s part, 

And piaises, as she censures, trom the heait 

Roscijjs^ deceased, eacli bgli aspirmg player 
Push’d all his interest for the yacant chair 
The biistm’d heroes of the mimic stage 
No longei whine in lore, and rant in rage ; 

The monarch quits his throne, and condescends 
Humbly to court the fawoui of his friends ; 

For pity’s sake tells undeserved mishaps, 

And, their applause to gam, lecounts his claps 
Thus the victoiious chiefs of ancient Rome, 

To wm the mob, a suppliant’s foim assume, lo 

In pompous strain fight o’er the extinguish’d war, 

And show where honour bled in every scar. 

But though baie merit might in Rome appear 
The strongest plea foi favour, ’tis not heie , 

We form our judgment in another way , 

And they will best succeed, who best cafi pay * 

^ ‘ The Rosciad ’ for occasion, &c , see Life * Rosoms ’ Qiimfcus Rosoias, 
a native of Gaul, and the most ceiebxated comedian of anti<3[uity 
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Those -who would gam the votes of British tribes, n 
Must add to force of merit, foice of babes 
What can an actor, give In every age 
Cash hath been ludely banish’d from the stage , 
Monarchs themselves, to grief of evei j player. 

Appear as often as their image there 
They can’t, like candidate for other scat. 

Pour seas of wine, and mountains laiso of meat 
Wine t they could babe you with the world as soon. 
And of ‘ Roast Beef,’ they only know the tunc 
But -^hat they have they give , could Olive ^ do 
moie, 

Though for each million he had brought home four 
Shuter ^ keeps open house at Southwark fair. 

And hopes the fiiends of humour will be there , so 
In Smithfield, Yates® prepares the rival treat 
For those ,who laughter love, instead of meat , 

Foote,^ at Old House,— for even Foote will be, 

In self-conceit, an actor, — ^bribes with tea ; 

Which Wilkinson*^ at second-hand receives, 

And at the New, pouis water on the leaves 
^ The town divided, each luns several ways. 

As passion, humour, interest, party sways. 

Things of no moment, colour of the hair, 

Shape of a leg, complexion brown oi fair, 40 

A dress well chosen, or a patch misplaced, 

Conciliate favour, or create distaste 

^ ‘ Clive ’ Robeit Loid Clive See Macaulay’s ^aper on bitn — ‘ Shuter ’ 
Edward Shuter, a comic actor, who, after vaiious theatrical vicissitudes, died 

a zealous methodist and disciple of George 'WhitefieM, lu 1776 ® ‘ Yates ’ 

Eichaid Yates, another low actor of the penod ‘Foote ’ Samuel Foote, 
the once well known farcical water, (now chiefly lemembeicd from BoswelPs 
Life of Johnson), opened the Old House in the Haymaiket, ^nd, m oidei to 
o\ ernde the opposition of the magistrates, announced his entertaimneuts as 

Mr Foote’s giving tea to his fuends’- ^ ‘Wilkmson ’ Wilkinson, the 
sMclow of Foote, was the piopiietoi of Sadler’s Wells Theatre 
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From galleries loud peals of laugliter loll, 4S 

And thunder Sliutei's piaises , he ’s so dioll 
Embox’d, the ladies must have sonnething smart. 

Palmer’ oh’ Palmer’- tops the jaunty part 
Seated in pit, the dwaif with aching eyes, 

Looks up, and ?ows that Bairy’s ^ out of size , 

Whilst to SIX feet the vigorous stripling grown, 

Declares that Gaiiick is another Goan ® so 

When place of judgment is by whim supplied, 

And oui opinions have their use in pride , 

When, in discoursing on each mimic elf. 

We praise and censure with an eje to self, 

All must meet fi rends, and Ackman^ bids as fair. 

In such a court, as Gaiiick, for the chair 
At length agieed, all squabbles to decide, 

By some one judge the cause was to be tried , 

But this their squabbles did afiesh renew, 

Who should be judge in such a tiial — who so 

For Johnson some , but Johnson, it was feai’d. 

Would be too giave , and Sterne ® too gay appear’d , 
Others for Franklin ® voted , but ’twas known. 

He sicken’d at all triumphs but his own 
For Oolman ’’ many, but the peevish tongue 
Of prudent Age found out that he was young • 

^ ^Palmei ’ John Palmer, a fa'vomite actoi in genteel comedy, who mai- 
ned Miss Piitchaid, daughtei of the celebiateJ actiess of that name — 
2 ‘Bany ’ Spiangei Bariy, an actoi of fiist-iate eminence and tali of size, 
Bairy was a competitor of Gaiiick E'veiy one lemembeis the lines m a 
poem compaiing the two — 

* To Barry we give loud applause , 

To Gainck onlj teais * 

® ‘ Coan ’ John Coan, a dwaif, showed himself, like anothei Tom Thumb, 
toi sixpence a-head — ■* ‘Ackman ’ Ackman ranked as one of the lowest 
comic actoi s of his time — ^ ‘Sterne ’ the celebrated Laiiiencc Steine — 
® ^FianiJm ^ Dr Thomas Piankhn, the translator of Sophocles, Phalaus, 
and Lucian, and the author ot a volume of sermons; all forgotten — ^ ‘ Col- 
man ’ Colman, the eldei, translator ot Teience, and author of man> clever 
comedies 
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Foi Muiphj^ some few pilfeung -nits cicclaied, cr 
Whilst Follj clapp’d her hands, and Wisdom stared 

To mischief tiaiii’(fe e’en fiom his mother’s womb, 
Giown old m fraud, though yet in manhood’s bloom, 
Adopting arts by which gay villains use, 

And leach the heights which honest men despise , 

Mute at the bai, and in the senate loud. 

Dull ’mougst the dullest, proudest of the pioud , 

A pelt, piim, piatei of the northcin lace,^ 

Guilt in his heait, and famine m his face, 

Stood foith, — and thrice he waved his lily hand, 

And thiice he twilled his tye, thiico stioled his 
band — 

At Fuendship’s call (thus oft, with tiaitoioiis 
aim. 

Men void of faith usurp Faith’s sacred name) so 

At Fiiendship’s call I come, by Muiphy sent, 

Who thus by me develops his mtent . 

But lest, transfused, the spmit should be lost, 

That spiiit which, in storms of ihetoric toss’d, 

Bounces about, and flies like bottled beer. 

In his own words his own intentions hear 

r 

Thanks to my fiiends , but to vile foi tunes bom, 

No robes of fur these shoulders must adoin 
Vain your applause, no aid fiom thence I draw , 

Vain all my wit, for what is wit m law ^ oo 

Twice, (cursed remembrance ') twice I stiove to gam 
Admittance ’mongst the law-instructed tiain, 

Who, in the Temple and Gray’s Inn, prepare 
For cheats’ wretched feet the legal snare , 

' ‘Mmpliy ’ Arthur Murphy, Esq, a native of Ireland See Boswell’s 
Life of Johnson *Chm chill hated Mm^phy on account of his politics He 
was mthe pay of the Court — * ‘Northern race ’ Weclderburn, afterwards 
Lord Loughborough, and Earl Kosslyn, a patron of Blurphy, and a bitter 
enemy ofWilkes 
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Dead to those aits which polish and icfiue, 95 

Deaf to all woith, because that 11 01th was mine, 

Twice did those blockheads staitle«at mj' name, 

And foul 1 ejection ga\e me up to shame. 

To laws and lawyois then I bade adieu, 

And phms of far more hbeial note puisue 100 

Who will may be a judges'— my kindling bieast 
Bums foi that chair which Boscius once possess’d 
Ileie give your votes, your interest heie exeit. 

And let success for once attend desert 

With sleek appearance, and with ambling pace. 

And, type of vacant head, with vacant face, 

The Pioteiis HilD put in his modest plea, — 

Let Favoiii speak for otheis, Woith for me — 

For who, like him, his various powers could call 
Into so many shapes, and shine m all 110 

Who could so nobly giace the motley hst, 

Actor, Inspector, Doctor, Botanist 
Knows^any one so well — sure no one knows — 

At once to play, piesciibe, compound, compose 
Who can — ^but Woodward ^ came, — Hill shpp’d away. 
Melting, hke ghosts, befpie the nsmg day. 

With that low cunning, which in fools ® supplies. 

And amply too, the place of being wise, 

Whicli Natme, kind, indulgent parent, gave 
To qualify the blockhead for a knave ; 120 

With that smooth falsehood, whose appeal ance chaims. 
And Reason of each wholesome doubt disaims, 

^ ‘Pioteiis Hill ’ Sii John IIill, a celebiated charactei of that day, of in- 
credible industry and veisatility, a botanist, apothecary, translator, actor, 
dramatic author, natiual histoiian, multitudinous compilei, libeller, and, tntus 
et in cute^ a quack and coxcomb See Boswell’s account of the interview 
between tlie King and Dr Johnson, foi a somewhat moi^fied estimate of Hill 
— ® ‘Woodward ’ Woodward the comedian had a paper war with nill — 
® ‘Fools ’ the person heie meant was a Mr Fitzpatrick, a bittei enemy of 
Gai lick’s, and who oiigiuated riots in the theatre outlie subject of half-pnce 
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Which to the lowest depths of guile descends, 123 
By vilest means puisnes the vilest ends , 

Weais Fiiendship’s rnask foi puiposes of spite, 

Fawns m the day, and butchers in the night , 

With that malignant envy which tuins pale, 

And sickens, even if a fiiend pievail, 

Which meiit and success pursues with hate, 

And damns the woith it cannot imitate , lOO 

With the cold caution of a cowaid’s spleen, 

Which fears not guilt, but always seeks a sciccn, 

Which keeps this maxim ever in her view — 

What ’s basely done, should be done safely too 
With that dull, looted, callous impudence, 

Which, dead to shame andreveiy nicer sense. 

Ne’er blush’d, unless, in spieading Vice’s snai’es, 

She blundei’d on some viitue unawares , 

With all these blessings, which we seldom find 
Lavish’d by Nature on one happy mind, u<j 

A motley figuie, of the Fiibble tribe, 

Which heart can scarce conceive, or pen describe, 

Came simpering on — ^to ascertain whoso sex 
Twelve sage impannell’d mations would perplex 
Nor male, nor female , neither, and yet both , 

Of neuter gender, though of lush growth , 

A six-foot suckling, mincing in Its gait , 

Affected, peevish, prim, and delicate , 

Fearful It seem’d though of athletic make, 

Lest biutal bieezes should too roughly shake lEu 

Its tender foim, and savage motion spiead, 

O’er Its pale cheeks, the horrid manly red 
Much did It talk, in Its own pretty phrase, 

Of genius and^of taste, of players and of plays , 

Much too of wiitings, which Itself had wrote, 

Ot special ment, though of little note ; 
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For Fate, in a stiange humour, had decreed isr 

That what It wrote, none but Itself should read , 

Much, too. It chatter’d of diamatw laws, 

Misjudging Clitics, and misplaced applause , 

Then, with a self-complacent, jutting air, 

It smiled, It smiik’d, It wiiggled to the chan , 

And, with an awkward bfiskness not Its own. 

Looking aiound, and perking on the thione. 

Triumphant seem’d , when that stiange savage dame, 
Known but to few, oi only known by name, 

Plain Common-Sense appear’d, by Nature theie 
Appointed, with plain Tiuth, to guaid the chair. 

The pageant saw, and, blasted with her fiown, 

To Its fiist state of nothing melted down iro 

Nor shall the Muse, (foi even there the pride 
Of this vain nothing shall be moitified) 

Nor shall the Muse (should Fate oidain her ihymes. 

Pond, pleasing thought ' to live m aftei -times) 

"With guch a tiifler’s name her pages blot , 

Known be the chaiacter, the thing foigot 
Let It, to disappoint each future aim, 

Live without sex, and without a name * 

Cold-blooded ciitics, by enervate sires 
Scarce hammer’d out, when Nature’s feeble fires iso 
Glimmer’d then last , whose sluggish blood, half froze, 
Cieepslaboui mg through the veins , whose heait ne’er glows 
With fancy-kindled heat , — a servile race. 

Who, m meie w'ant of fault, all merit place , 

Who blind obedience pay to ancient schools, 

Bigots to Greece, and slaves to musty rules , 

With solemn consequence declared that none 
Could judge that cause but Sophocles alone 
Dupes to their fancied excellence, the crowd, 

Obsequious to the sacred dictate, bow’d iso 
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When, fiom amidst the thiong, a youth stood foith.i 
Unknown his person, not unknown his woith , 103 

Ills look bespoke applause , alone he stood, 

Alone he stemm’d the mighty ciitic flood 
He talk’d of ancients, as the man became 
Who prized our own, but envied not their fame 
With noble reverence spoke of Gieece and Eome, 

And scoin’d to tear the lauiel fiom the tomb 
But, more than just to other countiics giown, 

Must w'^e turn base apostates to our osvn 2''o 
Where do these words of Greece and Eome excel, 

That England may not please the car as well 
What mighty magic’s in the place or air, 

That all peifection needs must centie thcie'? 

In states, let strangeis blindly be piefeii’d , 

In state of letters, merit should be heaid. 

Genius is of no country , her pure ray 
Spreads all abioad, as general as the day , 

Foe to restraint, from place to place she flies, 

And may hereafter e’en in Holland lise 310 

May not, (to give a pleasing fancy scope, 

And cheer a patiiot heart with patnot hope) 

May not some great extensive genius raise 
The'name of Biitain ’bove ikthenian praise. 

And, whilst brave thirst of fame his bosom waimS, 

Make England great in letteis as in arms 
There may — there hath, — and Shakspeare’s Muse aspires 
Beyond the reach of Greece , with native flies 
Mounting aloft, he wings his daiing flight. 

Whilst Sophocles below stands trembhng at Ins height. 

Why should we then abroad foi judges roam, 221 
When abler judges we may find at home 

• ‘A jouth ’ Robert Lloyd, the fnend and imilatoi of Chmohai— an in- 
genious but iBipiovident person, who died of guef at his fiiend’s death, m ITuf 
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Happy in tiagic and m comic powers, 223 

Have we not Shatspeare — : 1 s not Jonson oius'^ 

Foi tliem, your natural judges, Bnt«ns, vote , 

They 11 judge hke*Bntons, who like Batons wiote 
He said, and conquei’d — Sense resumed her sway. 
And disappointed pedants stalk’d away 
Shakspeaie and Jonson, with deseived applause, 
Joint-judges weie ordain’d to try the cause 230 

Meantime the sti anger every voice employ’d. 

To ask or tell his name Who is it Lloyd 
Tims, when the aged fiiends of Job stood mute, 

And, tamely piudent, gave up the dispute, 

Elihu. with the decent warmth of youth. 

Boldly stood foith the advocate of Tiuth ; 

Confuted Falsehood, and disabled Pride, 

Whilst baffled Age stood snarling at his side 
The day of trial ’s fix’d, noi any feai 
Lest day of tiial should be put off here 210 

Causes but seldom for delay can call 
In couits where forms are few, fees none at all 
The moining came, nor find I that the Sun, 

As he on othei gieat events hath done. 

Put on a brighter robe than what he woie 
To go his journey in, the day befoie 
Pull tn the centre of a spacious plain. 

On plan entirely new, wheie nothing vain, 

Nothing magnificent appeal’d, but Ait 

With decent modesty perform’d her part, 250 

Rose a tiibunal fiom no other couit 

It borrow’d ornament, or sought support 

No Junes here were pack’d to kdl 01 clear, 

No bribes were taken, nor oaths broken fipie , 

No gownsmen, paitial to a client’s cause. 

To their own purpose turn’d the pliant laws , 
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Each judge was trae and steady to his tmst, 257 

As Mansfield wise, and as old Fostci ^ just. 

In the first seat, m robe of Taiious djes, 

A noble wildness flashing from his eyes, 

Sat Shakspeare • m one hand a w'and he boic. 

For mighty wonders famed in days of yore , 

The othei held a globe, which to his wiH 
Obedient turn’d, and own’d the master’s skill 
Things of'the noblest kind his genius diow, 

And look’d through Natuie at a single Tiew 
A loose he gave to his unbounded soul. 

And taught new lands to use, new seas to roll , 

Call’d into being scenes unknown before, 

And passing Natuie’s bounds, was something more 270 

Next Jonson sat, in ancient learning tiain’d. 

His rigid judgment Fancy’s flights restrain’d , 

Correctly pruned each wild luxuriant thought, 

Mark’d out her course, nor spared a glorious fault 
The book of man he read with nicest art. 

And ransack’d all the secrets of the heart ; 

Exeited penetration’s utmost force. 

And traced each passion to its^ proper source , 

Then, strongly mark’d, in liveliest colours diow. 

And brought each foible forth to public view 2S0 

The coxcomb felt a lash in every word, 

And fools, hung out, their brother fools deterr’d 
His comic humour kept the world in awe, 

And Laughter frighten’d Folly more than Law 

But, hark ^ the trumpet sounds, the crowd gives way, 
And the procession comes in just an ay 
Now should I, in some sweet poetic line, 

Offer up incense at Apollo’s shiine, 

* ‘ Fostei ’ Sir Michael Foster, one of the puisne judges of the Court of 
King’s Bench 



THE ROSCIAD 


11 


Invoke the Muse to quit her calm abode, 289 

And -waken Memory -with a. sleeping Ode ^ 

For how shall moitahman, m mortal veise, 

Their titles, meiits, or then names leheaise ^ 

But give, kind Dulness ' memory and rhyme, 

Well put off Genius till anotliei time 

First, Oidei came, — -wrih solemn step, and slow. 

In measured time his feet weie taught to go 
Behind, from time to time, he cast his ej e. 

Lest this should quit his place, that step awiy 
Appearances to save his only caie , 

So things seem light, no mattei vhat they aie 300 
In him his parents sa-w themselves lenew’d. 

Begotten by Sn Critic on Saint Piude 

Then came drum, tiumpet, hautboy, fiddle, flute , 
ISTest snuffer, sweeper, shifter, soldiei, mute 
Legions of angels all in -white advance , 

Furies, all fire, come for-waid in a dance , 

Pantomime figures then aie bi ought to view. 

Fools, hand in hand with fools, go two by tw 0. 

Next came the treasurer of either house , 

One with full purse, t’ other with not a sous. sio 

Behind, a group of figures awe create. 

Set off -with all the impel tinence of state , 

By lace and feather consecrate to fame, 

Expletive kings, and queens without a name 

Here Havard,^ all serene, in the same strains, 

Loves, hates, and rages, triumphs and complains , 

His easy vacant face proclaim’d a heart 
Which could not feel emotions, nor impart 
With him came mighty Davies ® on my life, 

That Davies hath a very pietty wife * 820 

^ ‘Ode ’ alluding to Mason’s Ode to Memory — ^ ’ Wilimm 

Ila^aid, an amiable man, but mediocre actoi, of the period — ^ ‘Davies ’ 
Tliomas Davies, a bookseller, actor, and author See Boswell 
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Statesman all over, in plots famous grown, 321 

Ho mouths a sentence, as curs mouth a bone 

Next Holland^ cfime with tiuly tiagic stalk, 

He creeps, he flies, — a hero should not walk 
As if with Heaven he wan’d, his eager eyes 
Planted their battenes against the skies , 

Attitude, action, air, pause, stait, sigh, groan. 

He boriow’d, and made use of as his own. 

By foitune thiown on any other stage. 

He might, peihaps have pleased an easy age , sso 
But now appeals a copy, and no more. 

Of something better we have seen before 
The actor who would build a solid tame, 

Must Imitation’s servile arts disclaim , 

Act from himself, on his own bottom stand , 

I hate e’en Garrick thus at second-hand 

Behind came King ^ — Bred up m modest loro. 
Bashful and young, he sought Hibernia’s shoie ; 
Hibernia, famed, ’bove every othei grace, 

For matchless intrepidity of face 340 

From her his features caught the gencious flame, 

And bid defiance to all sense ot shame 
Tutor’d by her all rivals to surpass, 

’Mbngst Hiuiy’s sons he comes, and shines lu Brass 

Lo, Yates ’ ^ Without the least finesse of arf 
He gets applause — I wish he ’d get his pait 
When hot Impatience is in full caieer. 

How vilely ‘ Haik ye! haik ye’’ grates the 
ear , 

When active fancy from the brain is sent. 

And stands on tip-toe for some wisii’d event, S50 

* ‘Hollyia ’ Hclknd, a pupil and imitator of Mi Ganiok 'King ’ 
Thomas Knig, a voluble and pert but clever actor — » ‘ Yates ’ Yates had a 
habit of repeating ins woids tnice or thrice over, buch as ‘ Hark you, hark 
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I hate those caieless blundeis, which recall sni 

Suspended sense, and prove it fiction all 

In characteis of low* and vulgar nwiuld, 

Wheie Nature’s coarsest features we behold , 

Where, destitute of eveiy decent grace, 

Unmannei’d jests are blurted in your face, 

There Yates with justice sfenct attention diaws. 

Acts truly fiom himself, and gams applause 
But when, to please himself or charm his wife. 

He aims at something in politer life, s&o 

When, blindly thwaiting Natuie’s stubborn plan, 

He tieads the stage by way of gentleman. 

The clown, who no one touch of breeding knows, 

Looks like Tom Eriand^ dsess’d in Clincher’s 
clothes 

Fond of his dress, fond of his person grown, 

Laugh’d at by all, and to himself unknown, 

Fiom sifie to side he stiuts, he smiles, he prates. 

And seems to wonder what’s become of Yates 

Woodward,^ endow’d with vaiious tricks of face 
Great master m the science of giimace, 370 

Fiom Ireland ventures, favourite of the town, 

Lured by the pleasing prospect of renown , 

A speaking harlequin, made up of whim. 

He twists, he twines, he tortures every limb , 

Plays to the eye with a mere monkey’s art, 

And leaves to sense the conquest of the heart 
We laugh indeed, but, on reflection’s birth. 

We wonder at ourselves, and cm'se our mirth 
His -svalk of parts he fatally misplaced, 

And inclination fondly took for taste , sso 

* ‘ Tom Enand ’ Tom Errand and Clinclier, two well-Irnown dramatic 

oliaracters — a clown and a coxcomb — ® ‘Woodward ’ Hemy Woodward^ a 
comic actor of much power of face 
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Hence hath the town so often seen display’d 3 si 

Beau m burlesque, high life m masquerade 

But -when bold w^ts, — ^not such^as patch up plays, 

Cold and coirect, in these insipid days, — 

Some comic chaiactei, strong featuied, urge 
To probability’s extiemest verge , 

Wheie modest Judgment her 4 eciee suspends. 

And, for a time, nor censuies, nor commends , 

Where critics can’t determine on the spot 

Whether it is in natuie found or not, m 

There Woodwaid safely shall his powers excit, 

Noi^fail of favour where he shows desert , 

Hence he in Bobadil such praises bore, 

Such worthy praises, Kitely scarce had more 
By turns transform’d into all kind of shapes, 

Constant to none, Foote laughs, cues, struts, and scrapes: 
Now in the centie, now m van or reai, 

The Proteus shifts, bawd, parson, auctioneer 
His stiokes of humour, and his buists of spoit, 

Are all contain’d in this one woid — distort 400 

Doth a man stutter, look a-squint, or halt 1 
Mimics draw humour out of Nature’s fault, 

With personal defects their mirth adorn, 

And hang misfoi tunes out to public scorn 
E’en I, whom Nature cast in hideous mould, 

Whom, having made, she trembled to behold. 

Beneath the load of mimicry may gioan. 

And find that Natuie’s eriois are my own 

Shadows behind of Foote and Woodwaid came , 
Wilkinson this, Obiien^ was that name. 4io 

Strange to relate, but wonderfully true. 

That even shadows have then shadows too ! 


^ ‘Kitely ’ Kitely, in JoIra 80 ii’s‘EveiyMaiiiiihisnumoui,’'svasaUvovirite 
oharaoter of Ganidc’s — ^ ‘ Obi icn ’ a small actor , ougmally a fenouig-master 
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With not a single comic powei endued, 4i8 

The fiist a mere, meie mimic’s mimic stood , 

The last, by Natuie for^ji’d to please, jvlio shows, 

In Johnson’s Stephea, whiclj way genius ^giows. 

Self quite put off, affects with too much ait 
To put on.Woodwaid in each mangled part , 

Adopts his shiug, his wink, Jus staie , nay, moie. 

His voice, and croaks , for Woodward cioak’d 

before 420 

When a dull copier simple grace neglects. 

And rests his imitation in defects. 

We readily loigive , but such vile aits 
Are double guilt in men of real paits. 

By Natuie form’d in hei pei.veisest mood. 

With no one lequisite of ait endued. 

Next Jackson came ^ — Observe that settled glaie, 

Which better speaks a puppet than a player , 

List to that voice — did ever Discoid hear 

Sounds so well htted to her untuned eai 430 

When to enfoice some veiy tendei part. 

The light hand slips by instinct on the heait. 

His soul, of every other thought beieft. 

Is anxious only wheie to pikee the left , 

He sobs and pants to soothe his weeping spouse , 

To 800the«his weeping mother, turns and bows 
Awkward, embaiiass’d, stiff, without the skill 
Of moving giacefully, 01 standing still. 

One leg, as if suspicious of his bi other. 

Desirous seems to run away from t’ other 440 

Some errors, hapded down from age to age, 

Plead custom’s force, and still possess the stage. 

That’s vile should we a parent’s faults adoie. 

And err, because our fathers err’d before ^ 

’ ‘Jackson ’ afteiwaids naanagex of the Eoyal Tlieatie, Edinburgh 
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If, inattentive to the author’s mind, 445 

Some actors made the jest they could not Cud , 

If by low tricks th^y mair’d fair INatuic’s mien, 

And blurr’d the graces of the simple scone, 

Shall we, if reason rightly is employ’d, 

Not see their faults, or seeing, not avoid ^ 4so 

When Falstaff stands detected in a lie. 

Why, without meaning, rolls Love’s^ glassy eye 

Why Thcie’s no cause — at least no cause v/e know — 

It was the fashion twenty yeais ago 

Fashion i — a word which knaves and fools may use, 

Their knavery and folly to excuse 

To copy beauties, forfeits all pretence 

To fame — to copy faults„is want of sense 

Yet (though in some particiilais he fails, 

Some few particulais, wheie mode prevails) 4go 

If in these hallow’d times, when, sober, sad, 

All gentlemen are melancholy mad ; 

When ’tis not deem’d so great a crime by half 
To violate a vestal as to laugh, 

Eude mirth may hope, presumptuous, to engage 
An act of toleration for the stage , 

And courtiers will, like reasonable creatures. 

Suspend vain fashion, and unscrew their features , 

Old Falstaff, play’d by Love, shall please once-'more. 
And humour set the audience in a roai 470 

Actors I ’ve seen, and of no vulgar name. 

Who, being from one part possess’d of fame. 

Whether they are to laugh, cry, whine, or bawl, 

Stdl introduce that favourite part in all 
Heie, Love, be cautious — ^ne’er be thou betray’d 
To call in that wag FaJstaff’s dangerous aid , 

^Love ’ James Love, an actoi and diainatio writer, who could play no- 
thing well but FalsUff 
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Like Goths of old, howe’ei he seems a friend, 4r7 
He’ll seize that thione you wish him to defend. 

In a peculiar mould by Humoui casl^ 

For Falstaff framed — ^himself the first and last — 

He stands aloof from all — njaintams his state. 

And scorns, like Scotsmen, to assimilate 
Vain all disguise — too plasm we see the trick. 

Though the knight wears the weeds of Dominic , ^ 

And Boniface ^ disgraced, betrays the smack, . 

In anno Domini, of Falstaff sack 

Anns cioss’d, brows bent, eyes fix’d, feet marching slow, 
A band of malcontents with spleen o’eiflow, 

Wrapt in Conceit’s impenetrable fog, 

Which Piide, like Phmbus, diaws fiora eyery bog, 490 
They curse the managers, and curse the town 
Whose partial favour keeps such meiit down. 

But if some man, more haidy than the lest, 

Should dare attack these gnatlings in then nest. 

At oncg they use with impotence of rage. 

Whet their small stings, and buzz about the stage 
’Tis bleach of privilege ' Shall any dare 
To aim satinc tiuth against a player ^ 

Presciiptive rights we plead, time out of mind , 

Actois, unlash’d themselves, may lash mankind soo 

WhaC > shall Opinion then, of nature fiee. 

And liberal as the vagrant air, agree 

To lust in chains like these, imposed by things, 

Which, less than nothing, ape the pnde of kings'^ 

No — though half-poets with half-playeis join 
To cuise the freedom of each honest line , 

Though rage and malice dim their faded cheek, 

What the Muse fieely thinks, she’ll fieely speak , 

1 ‘Bomiiiic ^ Bryden’s ‘ SpatHbli Fiiar ’ — 2 ‘Boniface ^ The jovial laiidiorc! 
ra Farquhai’o ‘ Beaux Stratagem ’ 

B 
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With just disdain of erery paltry sneer, 509 

Stranger alike to flatteiy and fear, 

In purpose fix’d, and to herself a 'inile, 

Public contempt shall wait the public fool 

Austin ^ would always glisten in Piench silks , 
Ackman would Norns be, and Packer, Wilkes * 

For who, like Ackman, can with humour please , 

Who can, like Packer, charm with sprightly ease 
Higher than all the rest, see Bransby strut : 

A mighty G-ulhrer in Lilliput I 
Ludicrous Hatuie ! which at once could show 
A mh.n so veiy high, so very low I 520 

If I forget thee, Blakes, or if I say 
Aught hurtful, may I never see thee play. 

Let critics, with a supercilious air, 

Decry thy various merit, and declare 
Frenchman is still at top , but scorn that rage 
Which, in attacking thee, attacks the age. 

French follies, univei sally embraced, 

At once provoke our mirth, and form our taste. 

Long, from a nation ever hardly used. 

At random censured, wantonly abused, 530 

Have Biitons drawn then spoit ; with paitial view 
Folm’d geneial notions from the rascal few , 

Condemn’d a people, as for vices known. 

Which from their countiy banish’d, seek our own 
At length, howe’er, the slavish chain is broke. 

And Sense, awaken’d, scorns her ancient yoke 
Taught by thee, Moody ,2 we now learn to raise 
Miith fiom their foibles , fiom their virtues, praise 

Next came the legion which our summer Bayes,® 
From alleys, heie and there, contrived to raise, 540 

1 ‘Austin,’ &o all small and forgotten actors —a ‘ Moody ’ Moody ex- 
celled in Irish characteis — > ‘ Bayes ’ allndmg to the summer theatre m the 
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Flush’d with Tast hopes, and certain to succeed, sii 
With wits who cannot wiite, and scarce can read 
Veterans no more support the rotten* cause, 

No more from Elliot’s ^ worth they reap applause ; 

Each on himself determines to rely ; 

Be Yates-disbanded, and let Elliot fly. 

Never did players so well an author fit. 

To Nature dead, and foes declared to wit. 

So loud each tongue, so empty was each head, • 

So much they talk’d, so very little said, 650 

So wondious dull, and yet so wondrous vain. 

At once so willing, and unfit to reign. 

That Reason swore, nor would the oath recall, 

Their mighty master’s soul mform’d them all. 

As one with various disappointments sad. 

Whom dulness only kept fiom being mad. 

Apart from all the vest great Murphy came — 

Common to fools and wits, the rage of fame 
What though the sons of Nonsense hail him Sire, 
Auditor, Author, Managei, and Squire, soo 

His restless soul’s ambition stops not there , 

To make his triumphs perfect, dub him Player. 

In person tall, a figure form’d to please. 

If symmetry could charm deprived of ease ; 

When motionless he stands, we all approve , 

What pity ’tis the thing was made to move. 

His voice, in one dull, deep, unvaried sound, 

Seems to break forth from caverns under giouiid ; 

From hollow chest the low sepulchial note 
Hnwilhng heaves, and struggles in his throat 570 

Could authors butcher’d give an actor grace, 

AH must to him resign the foremost place 

Haymaiket, where Murphy’s plays were got up and acted under the joint man- 
agement of himself and Mi Foote — ^ ‘ Elliot ’ a temale aotrcbS ot monrf 
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Wheri he attempts, in some one farounte part, £73 
To ape the feelings of a manly heait, 

His honest feature? the disguise defy, 

And his face loudly gives his tongue the he. 

Still in extremes, he knows no happy mean. 

Or raving mad, or stupidly serene 
In cold-wrought scenes, the hfeless actor flags , 

In passion, tears the passion into rags sso 

Can none remember^ Yes — I know all must — 

When in the Moor he ground his teeth to dust, 

When o’er the stage he Folly's standaid bore. 

Whilst Common-Sense stood trembling at the dooi 

How few are found with leal talents blest ^ 

Fewer with Nature’s gifts- contented lest 
Man from his sphere eccentiic staits astiay ; 

All hunt for fame, but most mistake the way 
Bred at St Omer’s to the shuffling tiade, 

The hopeful youth a Jesuit might have made , 590 

With various readings stored his empty skull, 

Learn’d without sense, and venerably dull ; 

Or, at some banker’s desk, like many more, 

Content to tell that two and two make four ; 
tlis name had stood in City annals fair. 

And piudent Dulness mark’d him for a mayor 

What, then, could tempt thee, m a ciitic age. 

Such blooming hopes to forfeit on a stage ^ 

Could it be woith thy wondrous waste of pains 
To publish to the world thy lack of brains «oo 

Or might not Reason e’en to thee have shown. 

Thy greatest praise had been to live unknown ? 

Yet let not vanity like thine despair ; 

Fortune makes Folly her peculiar care. 

A vacant throne, high-placed in Smithfield, view, 

To sacred Dulness and her first-born due. 
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Thitliei witk haste m hap^ly hour repair, 607 

Thy bnthiight claim, nor fear a rival there 
Shater himself shall oirn thy juster c^aim. 

And venal Ledgers'^ puff their Murphy’s name ; 

Whilst Vaughan,^ or Dapper, call him which you 
will,. 

Shall blow the trumpet, and give out the bill 
Theie lule, secuie fiom ciitics and fiom sense, 

Nor once shall (jenius rise to give offence , 

Eternal peace shall bless the happy shore. 

And little factions^ bieak thy lest no more 
Fiom Covent Gaiden crowds promiscuous go. 

Whom the Muse knows not, nor desires to know , 
Veteians they seem’d, but knqw of aims no more 
Than if, till that time, aims they nevei bore 620 

Like Westminster mihtia^ tiain’d to fight. 

They scaicely knew the left hand fiom the light 
Ashamed among such tioops to show the head. 

Their chiefs weie scatter’d, and their heioes lied 
Spaiks® at his glass sat comfoitably down 
To separate fiown fiom smile, and smile fiom 
frown 

Smith,® the genteel, the afiy, and the smait. 

Smith was just gone to school to say his part 
Ross (ai* misfortune which we often meet) 

Was fast asleep at dear Statiia’s® feet , eso 

Statira, with her hero to agiee. 

Stood on her feet as fast asleep as he 

^ ‘Ledgeis ’ the Public Ledger, a newspaper — s ^Vaughan * Thomast 
Taughan, a fi lend of Mm phy^ — ^ ‘ Little factions ’ Murphy bad called Chmchill 
and his fiiends ‘ The Little Faction ‘ Mitia ’ the Westminster militia and 
the city of London trained bands and lumber troopeis, afforded much amuse- 
ment —5 ^ Spaiks ' Luke Sparks, an actor of the time, rather haid in his 
maxmei — ® ‘ Smith ’ called ‘ Gentleman Smith,’ an actor In genteel comedy, 
corpulent in peison — ^ ‘ Ross ’ a Scotchman, dissipated m hi& habits — 
8 ‘ Statua ’ Ross’s Statiia was Mis Palmer, the daughter of Mrs Pritchard, 
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MacHin/ who iargelj deals in half-form’d sounds, ess 
Who wantonly transgresses Nature’s bounds, 

Whose acting’s hard, affected, and constrain’d. 

Whose featuies, as each other they disdain’d, 

At vaiiance set, inflexible and coarse, 

Ne’er know the workings of united force. 

Ne’er kindly soften to each (Other’s aid, 

Nor show the mingled powers of liglit and shade , sio 
No longer for a thankless stage concein’d. 

To woithier thoughts his mighty genius turn’d, 
Harangued, gave lectures, made each simple elf 
Almost as good a speaker as himself, 

Whilst the whole town, mad with mistaken zeal. 

An awkward rage for elocution feel , 

Dull cits and grave divines his praise proclaim. 

And join with Sheridan’s^ their Macklin’s name 
Shuter, who never cared a single pm 
Whether he left out nonsense, or put in, esc 

Who aim’d at wit, though, levell’d in the dark, 

The random arrow seldom hit the mark. 

At Islington,® all by the placid stream 
Where city swains in lap of Dulness dieam. 

Where quiet as her strains their strains do flow. 

That all the patron by the baids may know. 

Secret as night, with Rolfs ^ expeiienced aid, 

The plan of future operations laid, 

Projected schemes the summer months to cheer. 

And spin out happy folly thiough the year eeo 

But think not, though these dastard chiefs are fled, 
That Covent Garden troops shall want a head 

1 ^Macklm ’ Charles Macklm, alias McLaughlin, good in such characteis 
as Shylook, &c , no tragedian , a lecturer on elocution , coaise in features 
— » c Sheridan ’ ffather of Richard Brinsley See Boswell and Mooie — < 
» ‘Islington ’ the new iiver— ^ ’ a drudge to the booksellers, who 

plagiarised Akenside’s ‘ Pleasures of Imagination,’ and w^as a coadjutor with 
Christopher Smart m the ‘ Universal Yisitor ’ See Boswell 
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Hailequm comes their chief i See fiom afar 663 

The hero seated in fantastic car i 

Wedded to Noreltj^, his only aims 

Are wooden swords, wands, talismans, and charms , 

On one side Folly sits, by some call’d Pun, 

And on die other his arch-patron, Lun ; ^ 

Behind, foi liberty athirst in vain. 

Sense, helpless captive, drags the galling chain ero 
Six lude misshapen beasts the chariot draw. 

Whom Reason loathes, and Nature never saw. 

Monsters with tails of ice, and heads of fire ; 

‘ Goigons, and Hydras, and Chimeras dire ’ 

Each was bestrode by full as monstrous wight 
Giant, dwarf, genius, elf, hernoaphrodite 
The Town, as usual, met him m full cry , 

The Town, as usual, knew no reason why . 

But Fashion so directs, and Moderns raise 
On Fashion’s mouldering base their transient piaise 680 
Next^to the field a hand of females draw 
Their force, foi Britain owns no Salique law 
Just to their woith, we female rights admit, 

Nor bar their claim to empire or to wit 

First gigghng, plotting chambermaids ariive, 

Hoydens and romps, led on by Geneial Clive ^ 

In spite bf outward blemishes, she shone, 

Foi humour famed, and humour all her own 
Easy, as if at home, the stage she tiod. 

Nor sought the ciitic’s praise, nor fear’d his rod eao 
Original in spirit and in ease. 

She pleased by hiding all attempts to please 

1 ‘ Lmi ’ Mr Jolrn Eicli, the manager of Covent Garden and Lincoln’s Inn 
Fields Theatre, called Lira for his performance of Haileqnm , famous for panto- 
mimes — ® ‘ Clive ’ Catherine Ghve, a celebrated comic actress, of very diver- 
sified powers , ‘ a better romp ’ than Jonson ‘ ever saw in nature ’ 
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No comic actress ever yet could laise, 693 

Oq Humoui’s base, more moiit or inoie praise. 

Witii all the natiffe vigour of sixteen, 

Among the meiiy tioop conspicuous seen, 

See lively Pope' advance, lu jig, and tup 
Connna, Cheiiy, Honeycomb, and Snip 
Not Avifiiout ait, but yet to n«,tme true, 

She charms the town with humoui just, yet now . 700 

Cheer’d by her piomiso, we the less deplore 
The fetal time when Clivo shall be no moio 

Lo ' Vincent^ comes t With simjile grace aiiay’d, 
She laughs at paltry aits, and scorns paiadc 
Natuie through hei is by leflection shown, 

Whilst Gay once moie knows Polly for his oivn. 

Talk not to me of diffidence and feai — 

I see it all, but must forgive it here , 

Defects like these, which modest tciiois cause, 

Piom Impudence itself extoit applause 710 

Candour and Reason still take Viituo’s part , 

We love e’en foibles 111 so good a heart 

Let Tommy Arne,® — with usual pomp of stylo. 

Whose chief, whose only merit ’s to compile , 

Who, meanly pilfering heie and tlieic a bit. 

Deals music out as Muiphy deals out wit, — 

Publish proposals, laws for taste presciibe. 

And chaunt the praise of an Italian tube ; 

Let him leverse kind Natuie’s first decrees, 

And teach e’en Brent ^ a method not to please ; 720 

But never shall a truly Biitish age 
Bear a vile race of eunuchs on the stage ; 

^ ‘Pope ’ a pleasing prottgt of Mrs Clive — ^ ‘Vincent'’ Mrs Vincent, 

a tolerable actress and a fine singei — 3 ‘Ame/a lino miisKiian, but no 
water ‘ Brent * a female scholar of Arne’s, very populai as Folly m the 
‘ Beggars Opera * 
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The boasted ■woik’s call’d national in rain, 723 

If one Italian voice pollutes the strain. 

Wheie tyrants rule, and slaves with jpy obey, 

Let slavish minstiels pour the enervate lay , 

To Biitons far more noble pleasuies spiing, 

In native.notes whilst Beard and Vincent ' sing 
Might figuie give a title^unto fame, 

What rival should with Yates ^ dispute hoi claim rso 
But justice may not paitial tiophies raise, 

Noi sink the actiess’ m the w'oman’s piaise 
Still hand in hand her woids and actions go, 

And the heart feels moie than the featuies show ; 

Foi, thiough the regions of that beauteous face 
We no vaiiety of passions trace , 

Dead to the soft emotions of the heait. 

No kindled softness can those eyes impart : 

The brow, still fix’d m sonow’s sullen fiame, 

Void of distinction, maiks all paits the same. 740 

What’s a fine peison, or a beauteous face, 

Unless (Teportment gives them decent giace 1 
Bless’d With aU other requisites to please. 

Some want the striking elegance of ease ; 

The curious eye their awktvaid movement tires ; 

They seem hke puppets led about by wiies. 

Others, like statues, in one posture still, 

Q-ive great ideas of the workman’s skill , 

Wond’ring, his ait we praise the more we view. 

And only gneve he gave not motion too. 750 

Weak of themselves aie what we beauties call. 

It IS the manner which gives stiength to all , 

This teaches every beauty to unite. 

And brings them forward in the noblest light ; 

1 ‘ Beard and Vincent ’ famous singers — ® ‘Tates ’ Anna Maria Tates, 

tlie wife of Eichaid Yates, mentioned m a preceding note 
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Happy in this, behold, amidst the thiong, 755 

With transient gleam of grace, Hart^ sweeps along. 

If all the wonders of exteinal giace, 

A person finely turn’d, a mould of face, 

Where — ^union raie — expression’s hvely foice 

With beauty’s softest magic holds discourse, 76 o 

Attract the eye , if feelings, -^foid of art, 

Rouse the quick passions, and inflame the hcait , 

If music, sweetly bieathing from the tongue. 

Captives the ear, Bride ^ must not pass unsung 
When fear, which rank ill-nature terms conceit, 
ByTiime and custom conquer’d, shall letreat , 

When judgment, tutor’d by experience sage. 

Shall shoot abroad, and gather strength from age , 

When Heaven, m mercy, shall the stage release 
From the dull slumbers of a still-hfe piece ; rvo 

When some stale flower,® disgi’aceful to tlie walk. 

Which long hath hung, though withei’d, on the stalk. 
Shall kindly drop, then Bnde shall make her way. 

And merit find a passage to the day , 

Brought into action, she at once shall raise 
Her own renown, and justify our praise 

Form’d for the tragic scend, to grace the stage 
With rival excellence of love and rage; 

Misti ess of each soft art, with matchless skill 

To turn and wind the passions as she will , ygo 

To melt the heart with sympathetic woe, 

Awake the sigh, and teach the tear to flow ; 

To put on frenz/s wild, distracted glare. 

And freeze the soul with horror and despair ; 

» ‘ Hart ’ Mn Hart, a demirep, marned to one Eeddish, who, after her 
death, wedded Mis Canning, mother of the gieat statesman — “ ‘Bride ’ 
another beautifid,' but disiepntable aotiess — = ‘Stale flowei,’ &c . an un- 
manly allusion to Mis Palmer, the daughter of Mis Pritchard, who was gieatly 
infenor to her mother 



THE EOSCIAD 


27 


With just deseit enroll’d m endless fame, 785 

Conscious of worth superior, Cibber ^ came 

When poor Alicia’s jnadd’iung bra*ns are i ach’d, 

And stionglj imaghd griefs her mind distract, 

Struck with her giief, I catch the madness too, 

Mj bi am, turns round, the headless trunk I view ’ 79o 

The roof cracks, shakes, and falls — new hoirois use, 

And Reason buried in the rum lies * 

Nobly disdainful of each slavish art, 

She makes her first attack upon the heart ; 

Pleased with the summons, it receives her laws. 

And all is silence, sympathy, applause 
But when, by fond ambition diawn aside. 

Giddy with piaise, and puff’d j 7 ith female pnde. 

She quits the tragic scene, and, in pretence 

To comic mei it, breaks down nature’s fence, soo 

I scarcely can believe my ears or eyes, 

Or find 6ut Cibber thiough the dark disguise 
Pritchard,^ by Natuie for the stage design’d. 

In person graceful, and in sense lefined , 

Her art as much as Nature’s friend became, 

Her voice as free from blemish as her fame, 

Who knows so well in majesty to please, 

Attempei’d with the graceful charms of ease 1 
When, •Congi eve’s favoured pantomime ® to grace, 

She comes a captive queen, of Moorish race , 8io 

When love, hate, jealousy, despair, and lage 
With wildest tumults in her breast engage, 

1 ‘ Cibber ’ sister to Aine, and wife to tlie once notorious Theopliiliis 
Cibber, tlie son of the hero of the ‘ Dunciad ’ She was no better m cliaracter 
than many actresses of that day , but sang so plaintively, that a bishop who 
heaid her once cried out, ‘ Woman, thy sms be forgiven thee * ’ — ‘ Pi itchai d ’ 
according to Johnson, ‘ in private a vulgar idiot, but who, oif the stage, seemed 
to become inspired with gentility and understanding ‘ Pantomime ’ the 
‘ Mourning Bude ’ 
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Still equal to heiself is Zara seen , sis 

Her passions aie tlie passions of a queen. 

When she to m^idoi whets the timoioiis Thane, ^ 

I feel ambition lush thiough eveij vein , 

Persuasion hangs upon her daiing tongue, 

My heart grows flint, and every ueive’s new stuing 

In comedy — Nay, there, csies Ciitic, hold , 

Piitchard ’s for comedy too fat and old • 820 

Who can_, with patience, boar the giay coquette, 

Oi foice a laugh with over-grown Julett 
Her speech, look, action, humour, all aie just, 

Buf then, her age and figure give disgust 

Are foibles, then, and graces of the mind. 

In real life, to size or age, confined ^ 

Do spiiits flow, and is good-breeding placed 
In any set circumfeience of waist '<■ 

As we grow old, doth affectation cease. 

Or gives not age new vigour to caprice ? sso 

If in originals these things appear, 

Why should we bar them in the copy hero 1 
The nice punctilio-mongers of this age. 

The grand minute reformers of the stage. 

Slaves to propriety of eveiy kind, 

Some standard measure for each part should find. 
Which, when the best of actois shall exceed. 

Let it devolve to one of smaller breed 
AU actors, too, upon the back should bear 
Certificate of birth , time, when , place, where , 840 

For how can critics rightly fix them worth, 

Unless they know the minute of their biith 1 
An audience, too, deceived, may find, too late. 

That they have clapp’d an actor out of date 

^ ‘Thane ’ Macbeth—* ‘Jaletta ’ a Tvitty maid-servant m the phty of 
‘ThePilgnm’ 
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Figure, I own, at first maj give offence, 845 

And haishlj stake the eye’s too curious sense , 

But when peifections erf the mmd bi<?ak forth. 

Humour’s chaste sallies, judgment’s solid worth , 

When the pure genuine flame by Natuie taught. 

Springs into sense and eveiy action ’s thought , 850 

Before such meat all objections fly — 

Pritchard’s genteel, and Gai lick’s sis feet high 
Oft have I, Pritchard, seen thy wondrous skill, 
Confess’d thee gi’eat, but find thee greater still ; 

That worth, which shone m scattei’d rays 
befoie, 

Collected now, bieaks forth with double power 
The ‘Jealous Wife ’ ’ ^ on that thy tiophies raise, 
Inferior only to the author’s praise 

Piom Dublin, famed in legends of romance 
For mighty magic of enchanted lance, 860 

With which her heroes arm’d, victorious piove, 

And, lil^e a flood, rush o’er the land of Love, 

Mossop and Barry came — names ne’er design’d 
By Fate in the same sentence to be join’d 
Raised by the breath of popular acclaim, 

They mounted to the pinnacle of fame , 

Theie the weak brain, made giddy with the 
height, 

Spurr’d on the rival chiefs to mortal fight 
Thus sportive boys, aiound some basin’s brim, 

Behold the pipe-drawn bladdeis ending swim , 87o 

But if, from lungs moie potent, there arise 
Two bubbles of a more than common size, 

Eager for honoui, they for fight prepare, 

Bubble meets bubble, and both sink to air 

^ The ‘ Jealous Wife ’ the * Jealous Wife,’ by Colman, was taken from the 
stoiy of Lady Bellaston, m ‘ Tom Jones ’ 
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Mossop/ attach’d to militaiy plan, 875 

Still kept bs eye fix’d on bs iiglit-hand ^ man ; 

Whilst the moutl? measures -werds with seeming 
skill, 

The right hand labouis, and the left lies still , 

For he, resolved on Sciipture grounds to go, 

What the right doth, the lefHiand shall not know sso 
With studied impiopiiety of speech. 

He soais beyond the hackney ciitic’s reach , 

To epithets allots emphatic state. 

Whilst principals, uugiaced, like lackeys wait , 

In ways fiist tiodden by himself excels. 

And stands alone in ludechnables , 

Conjunction, preposition, adveib join 
To stamp new vigour on the nervous line ; 

In monosyllables his thunders loll, 

■ He, she, it, and we, ye, they, flight the soul sdo 

In person taller than the common size. 

Behold where Barry ® diaws admiiing eyes > 

When labouring passions, in his bosom pent, 

Convulsive rage, and struggling heave for vent, 
Spectators, with imagined teiiois warm, 

Anxious expect the bursting of tlie storm 
Kut, all unfit in such a pile to dv ell. 

His voice comes forth, like Echo from her cell. 

To swell the tempest needful aid denies, 

And all adown the stage in feeble murmurs dies 900 

What man, hke Bairy, with such pains, can eii 
In elocution, action, chaiacter^ 

What man could give, if Barry was not here. 

Such well applauded tenderness to Lear '>■ 

^ ‘ Mossop ’ H^nry Mossop, a poweiful, fieiy, but iiregularSctoi, ■veiy un- 
fortunate m life— 2 ‘Bight-hand ’ Mossop piaotised the ‘tea-pot attitude’ 
—3 ‘ Barry ’ Spraager Barry, mentioned aboie as &ainok’s gieat iiva! He 

acted in Covent Garden 
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Who else can speak so very, very fine, so5 

That sense may kindly end with every line 1 
Some dozen lines befoie the ghost is theie, 

Behold him for the solemn scene piepaie 
See how he fiames his eyes, poises each limb. 

Puts the whole body into proper turn — 910 

Prom whence we leain, with no great stretch of ait, 

Five lines hence comes a ghost, and, hat a stait 
When he appears most peifect, still we find 
Something which jars upon and hurts the mind . 
Whatevei lights upon a part aie thrown. 

We see too plainly they are not his own 
No flame fiom Nature ever yet he caught, 

Nor knew a feeling which he was not taught • 

He raised his trophies on the base of art, 

And conn’d his passions, as he conn’d his part 920 
Quin,^ fiom afar, luied by the scent of fame, 

A stage leviathan, put in his claim. 

Pupil of Betterton ^ and Booth Alone, 

Sullen he walk’d, and deem’d the chair his own 
For how should moderns, mushrooms of the day, 

Who ne’er those masters knew, know how to play 
Gray-beaided veterans, who, with partial tongue, 

Extol the times when they themselves weie young. 

Who, having lost all relish for the stage, 

See not their own defects, but lash the age, 930 

Eeceived, with joyful muimuis of applause. 

Then dailing chief, and hned® his favouiite cause 
Far be it from the candid Muse to tread 
Insulting o’er the ashes of the dead . 

1 ‘ Qmii ’ the fuend of Thomson, (see ‘Castle of Indolence^), mstmctor 
m leading of Gegrge III , famous for indoienee, wit, good nature, and corpu- 

leiice 3 < Betterton ’ the great actor of the seventeenth* century, whose 

funeral and charaotei are described in the ‘ Tatler ’ Booth was his successor 
and copy — ® ^ Lined ’ snppoited 
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But, just to living meat, she maintains, 

And dares the test, whilst Garrick’s genius reigns. 
Ancients in vain Ondeavour to etsccel. 

Happily piaised, if they could act as well. 

But, though piescription’s force we disallow. 

Nor to antiquity submissive how ; 

Though we deny imaginary giace. 

Founded on accidents of time and place, 

Yet real woith of every giowth shall bear 
Due praise , nor must we. Quin, foigct thee there 
His woids bore sterling weight; neivous and 
strong, ^ 

In manly tides of sense they roll’d along. 

Happy in art, he chiefly, had pretence 
To keep up numbers, yet not forfeit sense ; 

No actor ever gi eater heights could leach 
In all the labour’d artifice of speech 

Speech ' is that all ^ And shall an actor found 
An univeisal fame on partial ground 
Parrots themselves speak piopeily by rote, 

And, m six months, my dog shall howl by note. 

I laugh at those who, when the stage they tiead. 
Neglect the heait, to compliment the head ; 

" With stiict propriety their cares confined 
To weigh out words, while passion halts behind 
To syllable-dissectois they appeal, 

Allow them accent, cadence, — fools may feel , 

But, spite of all the criticising elves. 

Those who would make us feel, must feel them- 
selves 

His eyes, m gloomy socket taught to roll, 
Proclaim’dthe sullen ‘habit of his soul ’ 

Heavy and' phlegmatic he trod the stage,,, 

Too pioud for tenderness, too dull for rage 
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When Hector’s lovely ■widow shines m teais, sev 

Or Rowe’s ^ gay rake dependent virtue jeers, 

With the same cast of .features he is ?een 
To chide the libeitine, and couit the queen. 

Fiom the tame scene, which without passion flows, 

With just deseit his reputation rose , 

Hor less he pleased, when, *00 some surly plan, 

He was, at once, the actor and the man 

In Biute 2 he shone unequall’d all agree 
Gairick’s not half so gieat a Biute as he 
When Cato’s labour’d scenes aie brought to view. 

With equal piaise the actoi labour’d too , 

Foi still you’ll find, trace passions to thou loot. 

Small diffeience ’twixt the Stcac and the Brute oso 
In fancied scenes, as in life’s leal plan. 

He could not, for a moment, sink the man. 

In whate’ei cast his character was laid, 

Self stdr, hke oil, upon the surface play’d 
Hature, in spite of all his skill, ciept in 
Horatio, Horax,^ Falstaff, — still ’twas Quin 

Next follows Sheiidan ^ A doubtful name. 

As yet unsettled in the rank of fame 
This, fondly lavish in his praises grown. 

Gives him all merit , that allow^s him none ; sso 

Between "them both, we’ll steer the middle course. 

Nor, loving piaise, rob Judgment of her force. 

Just his conceptions, natural and gieat, 

His feehngs stiong, his words enforced "with weight. 

Was speech-famed Quin himself to hear him speak. 

Envy would drive the colour from his cheek , 

1 ‘Eowe ’ Andiomaohe, m the tragedy of the ‘ Disti eased Mother,’ bj 
Ambrose Philms, and Lothaiio, m the ‘ Fair Pemteut,’ by Eowe — “ ‘ Brute ’ 
Sir John Brute, in Vanbrugh’s ‘Provohed Wife’—® ‘Doihx ’ a soldier m 
Diyden’s ‘ Don Sebastian ‘ Sheridan ’ see a previous note 

C 
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But step-dame Natuie, niggaid of her grace, 9; 

Denied the social poweis of toico and face 
Fix’d in one fiam& of featuies, glaie of eye, 

Passions, like chaos, in confusion lie , 

In Tam the -wonders of his skill are tiled 
To foim distinctions Nature hath denied 
His voice no touch of harmo^iy admits, 

Iriegulaily deep, and shrill by fits 

The two exti ernes appear like man and wife. 

Coupled together for the sake of stiife 
His action ’s always strong, but sometimes such, 

That candour must declare he acts too much 
Why must impatience fall three paces back % 

Wliy paces three ietum 4 o the attack loi 

Why is the light leg, too, forbid to stir, 

Unless in motion semiciicular ^ 

Why must the heio with the Nailor ^ vie, 

And hurl the close-clench’d fist at nose or eye"^ 

In Royal John, with Phihp angry grown, 

I thought he would have knock’d poor Davies "dovn. 
Inhuman tyrant > was it not a shame 
To flight a king so harmless and so tame ^ 

But, spite of all defects, his glories rise. 

And ait, by judgment foim’d, with natme vies 1021 
Behold him sound the depth of Hubei t’s ® soul, 

Whilst in his own contending passions roll , 

View the whole scene, with critic judgment scan, 

And then deny him merit, if you can 
Wheie he falls short, ’tis Nature’s fault alone , 

Wheie he succeeds, the merit’s all his own 
Last Garrick ® came Behind him tliiong a tram 
Of snailingjcritics, ignorant as vain 

’ pugilist — 2 ‘ Hubert ’ m King John — * ‘ Gamok ’ see Bos- 
well and Maiphy’s life of that gieat actor 
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One finds out — He’s of statuie somewhat low — 1029 
Your hero always should he tall, you know , 

True natural greatness ^11 consists m ueight 
Produce your voucher, Ciitic — Seijeaut Kite.^ 

Another can’t foigive the paltiy arts 
By which ’he makes his way to shallow hearts ; 

Meie pieces of finesse, trap? for applause — 

‘Avaunt ! unnatural start, affected pause 

For me, by Nature form’d to judge with phlegm, 

I can’t acquit by wholesale, nor condemn. 

The best things earned to excess are wrong , 

The start may be too frequent, pause too long • i 040 

But, only used in proper time and place, 

Severest judgment must allow them grace. 

If bungleis, foim’d on Imitation’s plan. 

Just in the way that monkeys mimic man, 

Their copied scene with mangled aits disgrace, 

And pause and start with the same vacant face, 

We join the critic laugh , those tricks we scorn 
Which spoil the scenes they mean them to adorn 
But when, from Nature’s pure and genuine 
source. 

These strokes of acting flow with generous force, 1050, 
When in the featmes all the soul’s portiay’d. 

And passiSns, such as Ganick’s, aie display’d, 

To me they seem from quickest feelings caught — 

Each start is nature, and each pause is thought 
When reason jields to passion’s wild alarms. 

And the whole state of man is up in arms, 

What but a critic could condemn the player 
For pausing here, when cool sense pauses there ? 

Whilst, woiking from the heart, the fire I trjee, 

And mark it strongly flammg to the face, loso 

1 ‘ Serjeant Eate ’ the recruiting seijeant in f arquhar’s ‘ Kecmitmg Officer ’ 
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■Whilst in each sound I hear the yeiy man, loei 

I can’t catch words, and pity those who can 
Let wits, like s|)iders, from tile tortuied hi am 
Pine-draw the ciitic-web with curious pain , 

The gods, — a kindness I with thanks must pay, — 

Have foim’d me of a coarsei kind of clay , 

Not stung with envy, nor with spleen diseased, 

A poor dull cieatuie, stiU with Natuie pleased 
Hence to thy praises, Gairick, I agree, 

And, pleased with Nature, must be pleased with thee 
^ow might I tell how silence reign’d thioughout, ion 
And deep attention hush’d the rabble rout , 

How every claimant, tortured with desire, 

Was pale as ashes, or aS led as fiie , 

But loose to fame, the Muse more simply acts. 

Rejects all flounsh, and relates mere facts 
The judges, as the seveial parties came. 

With temper heard, with judgment weigh’d each claim , 
And, in their sentence happily agreed. 

In name of both, gieat Shakspeare thus decreed — loso 
If manly sense, if Natuie link’d with Art , 

If thorough knowledge of tlje human heart , 

If powers of acting vast and nnconfined , 

If fewest faults with greatest beauties join’d , 

If strong expression, and strange poweis which lie 
Within the magic circle of the eye , 

If feelings which few hearts like his can know. 

And which no face so well as his can show. 

Deserve the preference— Garrick ’ take the chair , 

Nor quit it — ^tiU thou place an equal there. 


1090 
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THE APOLOar. 

ADDRESSED TO THE BEITICAL REVIEWERS * 

Tnstitiam et Metns — Hokaoe 

Ladghs not the heait when giants, big with piide, 
Assume the pompous port, the martial stride ; 

O’er arm Herculean heave the enormous shield, 

Vast as a weaver’s beam the javelin wield , 

With the loud voice of thundering Jove defy. 

And daie to single combat — what — A fly t 

And laugh we less vhen giant names, which shine 
Established, as it weie, by light divine , 

Critics, whom every captive art adores. 

To whoi% glad Science pours foith all her stoies , lo 
Who high in letter’d reputation sit. 

And hold, Astrsea-like, the scales of wit. 

With paitial rage rush forth — oh > shame to tell > — 

To crush a bard just bursting fiom the shell 1 
Great are his penis in this stormy time 
Who rashly ventures on a sea of rhyme 
Around vast surges roll, winds envious blow, 

And jealous rocks and quicksands luik below 
Greatly his foes he dreads, but more his friends , 

He hurts me most who lavishly commends 20 

Look through the world — in every other trade 
The same employment ’s cause of kindness made. 

At least appearance of good will creates. 

And every fool puffs off the fool he hates ; 

1 For occasion, &e of tins, see Life 
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Cobblers \ntb cobblers smoke away the night, 25 

And m the common cause e’en players unite , 

Authors alone, wCth more than savage rage. 

Unnatural war with biother authors wage. 

The pride of Nature would as soon admit 
Competitors in empire as in wit , 30 

Onward they rush, at Famels impel lous call. 

And, less thau greatest, would not be at all 
Smit with the love of honour, — or the pence, — 
O’efiun with wit, and destitute of sense. 

Should any novice in the rhyming tiade 
With lawless pen the realms of verse invade. 

Forth from the court, where sceptred sagos sit. 

Abused with praise, and flatter’d into wit. 

Where in lethargic majesty they reign. 

And what they won by dulness, still maintain, 40 

Legions of factious authors throng at once. 

Fool beckons fool, and dunce awakens dunce. 

To Hamilton’s ^ the ready lies lepair — 

Ne’er was lie made which was not welcome 
there — 

Thence, on maturer judgment’s anvil wrought. 

The pohsh’d falsehood’s into public brought. 
Quick-circulating slanders mirth afibrd , 

And reputation bleeds in every word. 

A critic was of old a glorious name. 

Whose sanction handed merit up to fame , 50 

Beauties as well as faults he brought to view , 

His judgment great, and great his candour too ; 

No servile rules drew sickly taste aside ; 

Secure he walk’d, for Nature was his gmde 
But now — oh I strange reverse ! — our ciitics bawl 
In praise of candour with a heart of gall , 

I ‘ Hamilton ’ Aichibald Hamilton, prmtei of the ‘ Critical Eeview,* 
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Conscious of guilt, and foaiful of the light, st 

They luik enshrouded in the vale of night ; 

Safe fiom detection, seize the unwaiy*piey, 

And stab, hke bravoes, all who come that way 

When first my Muse, perhaps more bold than wise. 
Bade theuude trifle into hght arise. 

Little she thought such tempests would ensue , 

Less, that those tempests would be laised by you. 

The thunder’s fuiy rends the toweling oak, 

Rosciads, like shrubs, might ’scape the fatal stroke 
Vain thought ' a critic’s fury knows no bound , 
Diawcansii-like, he deals desti action lound ; 

Nor can we hope he will a stranger spaie. 

Who gives no quaitei to his fiiend Voltaiie ‘ 70 

Unhappy Genius ! placed by partial Pate 
With a free spiiit in a slavish state , 

Wheie the leluctant Muse, oppress’d by kings, 

Oi dioops in silence, or in fetteis sings ' 

In vain Jihy dauntless fortitude hath borne 
The bigot’s furious zeal, and tyi ant’s scorn. 

Why didst thou safe fiom home-bred dangers steer, 
Reserved to perish moie ignobly here ^ 

Thus, when, the Julian tyrant’s piide to swell, 

Rome with her Pompey at Phaisalia fell, so 

The vancjuish’d chief escaped fiom Csesar’s hand, 

To die by ruffians in a foreign land 

How could these self-elected monaichs lai&e 
So large an empire on so small a base ? 

In what retreat, inglorious and unknown, 

Did Genius sleep when Dulness seized the throne ’ 
Whence, absolute now grown, and free fiom awe, 

She to the subject world dispenses law 

^ ‘Voltaue ’ Smollett Iiad elianged his opinion of Yoltaue, and from 
piaismg, had begun to abuse him 
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Without her licence not a letter stirs, 

And all the captire ciiss-cross-ioir is hers 
The Stagjrite, whO rules from Nature drew, 
Opinions gave, but gave his reasons too 
Our great Dictators take a shorter way — 

Who shall dispute what the Reviewers say ? 
Their word’s sufficient; and^to ask a leason, 

In such a state as theirs, is downiight treason 
True judgment now with them alone can dw ell , 
Like 'Church of Rome, they’re grown infallible. 
Dull superstitious readers they deceive. 

Who pm their easy faith on critic’s sleeve. 

And knowing nothing, everything believe ! 

But why repine we that these puny elves 
Shoot into giants — we may thank ourselves : 
Fools that we are, like Israel’s fools of yore, 

The calf ourselves have fashion’d we adore. 

But let true Reason once resume her reign. 

This god shall dwindle to a calf again. 

Founded on arts which shun the face of day. 
By the same arts they still maintain their sway 
Wrapp’d in mysterious secrecy they rise. 

And, as they aie unknown, are safe and wise. 

At whomsoever aim’d, howe’er severe, 

The envenom’d slander flies, no names appear . 
Pradence forbids that step , — ^then all might 
know. 

And on more equal terms engage the foe 
But now, what Quixote of the age would care 
To wage a war with dirt, and fight with an ^ 

By interest join’d, the expeit confederates stand. 
And play the. game into each other’s hand . 

^he vile abuse, in turn by all denied. 

Is bandied up and down, from side to side 
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It flies — ^hey ’ — presto > — like a juggler’s ball, 122 
Till it belongs to nobody at all 

All men and things they know, tlieAselves unknown, 
And publish every name — except then owm. 

Nor think this strange, — secure fiom vulgai eyes. 

The nameless author passes in disguise ; 

But veteran critics are not ^0 deceived. 

If veteian critics are to be believed 

Once seen, they know an author eveimore, i 30 

Nay, swear to hands they never saw before 

Thus in ‘ The Rosciad,’ beyond chance or doubt. 

They by the wilting found the wiiters out 
That’s Lloyd’s — ^his manner there you plainly tiace. 
And all the Actor stales you in the face 
By Colman that was written — on my life. 

The strongest symptoms of the ‘ Jealous Wife ’ 

That little disingenuous piece of spite, 

Chui chill — a wretch unknown ! — peihaps might 
wiite 

How doth it make judicious readers smile, 140 

When authors aie detected by their style , 

Though every one who knows this author, knows 
He shifts his style much oftener than his clothes > 

Whence could aiise this mighty ciitic spleen. 

The Muse a tiifler, and her theme so mean ^ 

What had I done, that angry Heaven should send 
The bitterest foe where most I wish’d a ft lend ^ 

Oft hath my tongue been wanton at thy name,’- 
And hail’d the honours of thy matchless fame. 

For me let hoary Fielding bite the giound, 150 

So nobler Pickle stands superbly bound ; 

I ‘Thy name ’ Dr Tobias Smollett, the well-knoro author of ‘Eodeuok 

Eandom,’ ‘ The Eegiexde,’ an imfoitunate tragedy, and one of the editois of 
the ‘ Critical Eeview/ is here satirised 
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From Livy’s temples teai the histone crown, 152 

Which with more justice blooms upon thmo own 
Compared with thee, be all life-writeis dumb, 

But he who wrote the Life of Tommy Thumb 
Who evei read ‘The Regicide,’ but swoie 
The author wrote as man ne’er wiote bofoie ’ 

Others for plots and under-plots may call, 

Heie’s the right method — have no plot at all. 

Who can so often in his cause engage leo 

The’ tiny pathos of the Giecian stage, 

Whilst horrors rise, and tears spontaneous flow 
At tragic Ha > and no less tragic Oh ’ 

To piaise his neivous weakness all agi’ee , 

And then for sweetness/- who so sweet as ho * 

Too big for utterance when sorrows swell. 

The too big sorrows flowing tears must tell , 

But when those flowing tears shall cease to flow, 

Why — then the voice must speak again, you 
know. 

Rude and unskilful in the poet’s trade, i 7 o 

I kept no Naiads by me ready made , 

Ne’er did I colours high in air advance, 

^Toin from the bleeding foppeiies of Fiance , ^ 

No flimsy hnsey-woolsey scenes I wiote, 

With patches heie and there, like Joseph’s coat. 

Me humbler themes befit secure, for me, 

Let play-wnghts smuggle nonsense duty free , 

Secure, for me, ye lambs, ye lambkins ’ bound. 

And frisk and frolic o’er the fairy ground 

Secure, for me, thou pretty little fawn ' iso 

Lick Sylvia’s hand, and crop the flowery lawn ; 

^ ‘Foppenes of Fiance,’ &e m these lines the poet lefeis to Mmphy’s 
practice of ramping up French plays, and to his ‘ Desert Island,’ a luliculous 
pastoial diama 
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Uncensmed let the gentle breezes rove i82 

Through the green umbrage of the enchanted grove 
Secure, for me, let foppish Nature smde. 

And play the coxcomb in the ‘ Desert Isle ’ 

The stage I chose — a subject farr and free — 

’Tis yours-*— ’trs mrne — ^"trs public property. 

All common exhibitions open he. 

For praise or censure, to the common eye. 

Hence are a thousand hackney uniters fed , i 90 

Hence Monthly Critics earn their daily bread. 

This IS a general tax which all must pay. 

From those who scribble, down to those who play 
Actors, a venal crew, receive support 
From public bounty for the public sport. 

To clap or hiss all have an equal claim. 

The cobbler’s and his lordship’s light ’s the same. 

All join for their subsistence ; all expect 
Free leave to praise their worth, their faults correct 
When aqfive Pickle Smithfield stage ascends, 200 

The three days’ wonder of his laughing friends, 

Bach, or as judgment or as fancy guides. 

The hvely witling praises or derides. 

And where ’s the mighty difference, tell me where. 
Betwixt a Merry Andrew and a player ^ 

The stitrlhng tribe — a despicable lace t — 

Like wandering Aiabs, shift from place to place 
Vagrants by law, to justice open laid, 

They tremble, of the beadle’s lash afraid. 

And, fawning, cringe for wretched means of life 210 
To Madam Mayoress, or his Worship’s wife. 

The mighty monarch, in theatric sack. 

Games his whole regaha at his back ; 

His royal consort heads the female band. 

And leads the heir apparent m her hand , 
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The panmer’d ass creeps on -with conscious pride, 
Sealing a future prince on either side 
No choice musicitos in this troop are found, 

I'o varnish nonsense with the charms of sound , 

No swords, no daggers, not one poison’d bowl , 

No lightning flashes heie, no thunders roll , 

No guards to swell the monarch’s tiain aie shown , 
The monarch here must be a host alone : 

No solemn pomp, no slow piocessions hcie , 

No Ammon’s entry, and no Juliet’s bier 
By need compell’d to prostitute his art. 

The varied actor flies fiom pait to pait , 

And — strange disgrace to all theatiic pride ' — 

His character is shifted ^with his side 
Question and answer he by turns must be. 

Like that small wit m modern tragedy,^ 

Who, to patch up his fame — or fill his purse — 
Still pilfers wretched plans, and makes them 
woise ; 

Like gypsies, lest the stolen brat be known. 
Defacing first, then claiming for his own 
In shabby state they strut, and tatter’d robe, 

The scene a blanket, and a bam the globe 
No high conceits their moderate wishes raise. 
Content with humble profit, humble piaise ' 

Let dowdies simper, and let bumpkins stare. 

The strolling pageant hero treads in air 
Pleased, for his hour he to mankind gives law. 
And snores the next out on a tmss of stiaw 
But if kind Fortune, who sometimes, we know, 
Can take a hero from a puppet-show. 

In mood propitious should her favourite call. 

On royal stage m royal pomp to bawl, 

1 ‘ Modem tragedy ’ Mx Muiphy again. 
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Foigetful of himself, he rears the head, 248 

And scorns the dunghill -where he fiist was bred , 
Conyeising now witiJi well diess’d kiSgs and 
queens, 

With gods and goddesses behiod the scenes. 

He sweats ’beneath the terror-nodding plume, 

Taught by mock honouis re^l pride to assume. 

On this gieat stage, the woild, no monarch e’er 
Was half so haughty as a monaich player. 

Doth it moie move our auger or oui math 
To see these things, the lowest sons of earth, 

Piesume, with self-sufficient knowledge giaced. 

To lule in letteis, and pieside in taste ^ 

The town’s decisions they no more admit, eeo 

Themselves alone the arbiters of wit , 

And scorn the juiisdiction of that couit 
To which they owe their being and suppoit 
Actois, like monks of old, now sacied giown, 

Must be attack’d by no fools but their own 

Let the vain tyrant ^ sit amidst his guaids. 

His puny green-ioom wits and venal baids, 

Who meanly tiemble at the puppet’s fiown. 

And for a playhouse-freedom lose their own , 

In spite of new-made laws, and new-made kings, 2 'ro 
The fiee-15orn Muse with liberal spirit sings 
Bow down, ye slaves ' before these idols fall ; 

Let Genius stoop to them who ’ve none at all 
Ne’er will I flatter, cringe, oi bend the knee 
To those who, slaves to all, are slaves to me 

Actois, as actois, are a law&l game, 

The poet’s right, and who shall bar his claim ^ 

^ ‘ Vain tyiai)t,’ &c Gainck is here niBant he had di^leased Churchill 
bj pietending that he had written ‘ The Eosciad ’ to gain the Ireedom of the 
plajhonse He apologised very humbly to Churchill, and a reconciliation 
took place 
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And if, o’erweening of tlieir little skill. 

When they liaTe left the stage, they ’re actors still , 
If to the subject Vorld they still giye laws. 

With paper crowns, and sceptres made of stiaws , 

If they in cellai or in ganet loar, 

And, kings one night, are kings for evermore , 

Shall not bold Tiuth, e’en there, pm sue her theme. 
And wake the coxcomb from his golden dicani 
Or if, well woithy of a better fate, 

They rise superior to then present state , 

If, with each social virtue graced, they blend 
The gay companion and the faithful friend ; 

If they, like Pritchaid, join in private life 
The tender parent and the virtuous wife , 

Shall not our verse their praise with pleasure speak. 
Though Mimics bark, and Envy split her cheek 1 
No honest worth ’s beneath the Muse’s praise ; 

No greatness can above her censure raise , 

Station and wealth to her are trifling things ; r 
She stoops to actors, and she soars to kings. 

Is there a man,^ in vice and folly bred. 

To sense of honour as to virtue dead. 

Whom ties, nor human, nor divine can bind, 

Alien from God, and foe to all mankind , 

Who spares no character j whose every wordj 
Bitter as gall, and sharper than the sword, 

Cuts to the quick ; whose thoughts with rancour 
swell ; 

Whose tongue, on earth, performs the work of hell « 
If theie be such a monster, the Reviews 
Shall find him holding forth against abuse : 

Attack profession t— Tis a deadly breach t ' 

The Christian laws another lesson teach : 

^ ‘A man ’ Dr Smollett again 
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Unto the end shall Ohanty enduie, 3 io 

And Candour hide those faults it cannot cure. 

Thus Candour’s maxims flo'w fiom RJincour’s throat, 

As deTils, to serve their purpose. Scripture quote 

The Muse’s office 'was by Heaven design’d 
To please, impiove, instinct, refoim mankind , 

To make dejected Viitue ndbly rise 
Above the toweling pitch of splendid Vice , 

To make pale Vice, abash’d, her head hang down. 

And, trembling, crouch at Virtue’s awful frown 
Now aim’d with wiath, she bids eteinal shame, 820 
With stiictest justice, brand the villain’s name ; 

Now in the mildei garb of ridicule 

She sports, and pleases ■while she •wounds the fool 

Her shape is often vaiied , but her aim. 

To pi op the cause of Virtue, still the same. 

In piaise of Meicy let the guilty bawl , 

When Vice and Folly for coirection call, 

Silence th^ mark of weakness justly bears, 

And IS partaker of the crimes it spaies 

But if the Muse, too cruel in her mirth, 330 

With harsh reflections wounds the man of worth ; 

If wantonly she deviates fiom her plan, 

And quits the actor to expose the man , ^ 

Ashamed, die marks that passage with a blot. 

And hates the line where candoui was foigot 

But what IS candour, what is humoui’s vein, 

Though j'udgment join to consecrate the stiain. 

If cuiious numbeis will not aid aflTord, 

Nor choicest music play in every word^ 

Verses must run, to charm a modern ear, sio 

From aU harsh, rugged interruptions clear. 

1 ‘ Expose the man ’ refeiiing to some personal lines on one Mi John 
Palmer, which occuned in the first edition, but which he expunged 
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Soft let them hieatlie, as Zephyi’s balmy breeze, 
Smooth let their cmrent flow, as summer seas , 
Perfect then onfy deem’d ivhen they dispense 
A happy tuneful vacancy of sense 
Italian fatheis thus, with baibaious rage, 

Fit helpless infants foi the squeaking stage ; 

Deaf to the calls of pity, Natuie wound. 

And mangle vigoiu for the sake of sound 
Henceforth faiewell, then, feverish thirst of fame , 
Farewell the longings for a poet’s name ,* 

Perish my Muse — a wish ’bove all seveie 
'I'o him who eier held the Muses dear — 

If e’er her labours weaken to lefine 
The generous loughness of a nervous line. 

Otheis affect the stiff and swelling phrase ; 

Their Muse must walk in stilts, and stmt in stays , 
The sense they murder, and the words tiansposc, 
Lest poetry approach too near to piose 
See tortured Reason how they pare and trim^ 

And, like Piocrustes, stretch, or lop the limb 

Waller ’ whose praise succeeding bards rehearse, 
Parent of haimony in English verse, 

Whose tuneful Muse in sweetest accents flows, 

In couplets first taught straggling sense to close. 

In polish’d numbeis and majestic sound, 

Where shall thy iival, Pope > be ever found ^ 

But whilst each line with equal beauty flows, 

E’en excellence, unvaiied, tedious grows 
Nature, through all her woiks, in great dcgiee. 
Borrows a blessing from variety 
Music itself her needful aid requires 
To rouse the soul, and wake our dying fires. 

Still in one key, the nightingale would tease ; 

Still in one key, not Brent would always please 
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Here let me bend, great Dryden < at thy shiine, sre 
Thou dearest name to all the Tuneful Nine ! 

What if some dull lyies in cold Older cieep, 

And "With his theme the poet seems to sleep ? 

Still, ■when his subject rises proud to view, sso 

With equal' stiength the poet uses too . 

With strong invention, noblSst vigour fiaught. 

Thought still spimgs up and rises out of thought ; 
Numbeis ennobling numbers in their course. 

In varied sweetness flo'w, m vaiied foice ; 

The poweis of genius and of judgment join. 

And the whole Ait of Poetiy is thine 

But what are numbers, what aie baids to me, 

Foibid to tread the paths of poesy 1 
A sacied Muse should consecrate her pen — 390 

Piiests must not hear nor see like other men — 

Far higher themes should her ambition claim 
Behold where Sternhold points the way to fame > 

Whilst -with mistaken zeal dull bigots hum. 

Let Reason for a moment take hei turn 
When coffee-sages hold discourse with kings. 

And blindly walk m papei |eading-stnngs. 

What if a man delight to pass his time 
In spinning reason into harmless ihyme, 

Or sometimes boldly venture to the play ? 4oo 

Say, whole ’s the crime, gieat man of prudence, say ^ 

No two on earth in all things can agree ; 

All have some dailing singulanty : 

Women and men, as well as giils and boys. 

In gew-gaws take delight, and sigh for toys 
Your sceptres and youi crowns, and such like things, 
Are but a better kind of toys for kings. 

In things indifferent Reason bids us choose. 

Whether the whim ’s a monkey or a Muse 

D 
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What the grave tnflers on this busj scene, 4io 

When they make use of this word Reason, mean 
I know not , but'^accordmg to my plan, 

’Tis Lord Chief- Justice in the court of man , 

Equally foim’d to rule m age or youth, 

The friend of virtue and the guide to truth ; 

To her I bow, whose sacred power I feel ; 

To her decision make my last appeal ; 

Condemn’d by her, applauding woilds in vaiii 
Should tempt me to take up the pen again , 

By her absolved, my course I’ll still puisne 420 

If Reason ’s foi me, God is for me too 


NIGHT.i 

AH EPISTLE TO ROBERT LLOVD 

Contianus evehor orbi —Ovid, Mtt lib ii# 

Wheh foes insult, and prudent fi lends dispense, 

In pity’s strains, the worst of insolence, 

Oft with thee, Lloyd, I steal an hour from grief, 

And in thy social converse find rehef. 

The mind, of sohtude impatient grown, 

Loves any sorrows rather than her own. 

Let slaves to business, bodies without soul, 

Important blanks in Nature’s mighty roil, 

Solemnise nonsense m the day’s broad glaie. 

We Night prefer, which heals or hides our care. lo 

^ ‘Nigttt ’ this poem was written to defend the megulauties imputed to 

Ine poet 
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Reason, collected m herself, disdains 
The slavish yoke of arbitiaiy chains ; 

Steady and true,"^ each circumstance, she weighs, 

Nor to bale woids ingloiious tribute pays 
Men of sense live exempt from vulgar awe. 

And Reason to herself alone is law 
That fieedom she enjoys with libeial mind. 

Which she as fieely grants to all mankind 
No idol-titled name her reverence stirs, 

No hour she blindly to the rest prefcis ; 

All aie alike, if they he alike employ’d, 

And all are good if vutuously enjoy’d. 

Let the sage Doctor (think him one wo know) 
With scraps of ancient leaining overflow. 

In all the dignity of wig declaie 
The fatal consequence of midnight air, 

How damps and vapours, as it weio by stealth. 
Undermine life, and sap the walls of health 
For me let Galen mouldei on the shelf, 

I ’U live, and be physician to myself. 

Whilst soul IS join’d to body, whether fate 
Allot a longei or a shorter ^date. 

I’ll make them live, as biotliei should with bi other. 
And keep them in good humour with each other 
The surest load to health, say what they Vill, 

Is never to suppose we shall be ill. 

Most of those evils we poor mortals know, 

From doctors and imagination flow. 

Hence to old women with your boasted rules. 

Stale traps, and only sacred now to fools , 

As well may sons of physic hope to find 
One medicjne, as one hour, for all mankind t 
If Rupert after ten is out of bed. 

The fool next morning can’t hold up his head , 
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What reason this -which me to bed must call, 79 

Whose head, thank Heayen, nerer aches at all 1 
In diffeient couises different tempers lun , 

He hates the moon, I sicken at the sun 
Wound up at twelve at noon, his clock goes right , 

Mine better goes, wound up at twelve at night 

Then m oblivion’s gratefM cup I diown 
The galling sneer, the supercilious fiown, 

The strange reseive, the pioud, affected state 
Of upstart knaves giown iich, and fools giown great 
No more that abject wietch^ distuibs niy lest. 

Who meanly oveilooks a fiiend distiess’d. 90 

Pui blind to poveity, the worldling goes, 

And scarce sees rags an inch bej’ond his nose ; 

But from a ciowd can single out his Grace, 

And ciinge and cieep to fools who strut m lace 

Whether those classic regions aie suivey’d 
Where we in eailiest youth togethei stiay’d, 

Wheie hand in hand we tiod the fioweiy shore, 

Though now thy happier genius runs before , 

When we conspiied a thankless wretch ^ to laise, 

And taught a stump to shoot with pilfer’d praise, loo 
Who once, for reverend merit famous grown, 

Gratefully strove to kick his maker down ; 

Or if moie’geneial aiguments engage, — 

The court or camp, the pulpit, bai, or stage , 

If half-bred suigeons, whom men doctors call, 

And lawyers, who were never bied at all. 

Those mighty letter’d monsters of the earth. 

Our pity move, or exeicise our mirth , 

^‘Abject wretcb ’ Thornton, who abandoned Lloyd m Ms distiess — 
■2 ‘ Thankless wretch ’ one Sellon, a popular cleigyman, avled at hist by 
Churchill and his set, but who betrayed and blackened them after^vaitls We 
meet with him again in ‘ The Ghost ’ as Plausible 
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Or if m tittle-tattle, tootlipick 'way, 109 

Our rambliug thoughts with easy iicodoni stray, — 

A gainer still thy fiiend himself must find, 

His giief suspended, and impro-^ed his mind 

Whilst peaceful slumbers bless the homely bed 
Where virtue, self-appioved, icclmes her head , 

Whilst Tice beneath imagined honors inouins, 

And conscience plants the Tillam’s couch 'uitli thorns , 
Impatient of restiaint, the active mind, 

No more by servile piejudice confined. 

Leaps fiom her seat, as waken’d ft ora a trance 

And darts through Natuie at a single glance 120 

Then we oui friends, our foes, oui selves, survey, 

And see by Night what*fools we are by day. 

Stripp’d of her gaudy plumes, and vain disguise, 

See where ambition, mean and loathsome, lies , 
Reflection with relentless hand pulls down 
The tyrant’s bloody wreath and ravish’d crown 
In vain he tells of battles bravely won, 

Of nations conquer’d, and of worlds undone ; 

Triumphs like these but ill with manhood suit. 

And sink the conqueioi beneath the brute. 130 

But if in searching lound the world, wo find 
Some generous youth, the friend of all mankind. 

Whose anger, like the bolt of Jove, is sped 
In terrors only at the guilty head, 

Whose mercies, like heaven’s dew, refreshing fall 
In general love and charity to all, 

Pleased we behold such worth on any throne, 

And doubly pleased we find it on our own 

Thiough a false medium things are shown by day ; 
Pomp, wealth, and titles, judgment lead astray, i 4 o 
How many fiom appearance borrow state. 

Whom Night disdains to number with the great ' 
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Must not we laugh to see yon. lordlmg proud us 

Snuff up Tile incense from a fawning ciowd ^ 

'Whilst in his beam sm Hounding client* play, 

Like insects m the sun’s enlirening ray, 

Whilst, Jehu-like, he diiyes at fuiious rate, 

And seems the only chaiioteer of state, 

Talking himself into a httfe god. 

And luling empiies "nith a single nod ; iso 

Who would not think, to hear him law dispense, 

That he had inteiest, and that they had sense 
Injuiious thought ’ beneath Night’s honest shade, 

When pomp is buried, and false colours fade, 

Plainly we see at that impaitial hour. 

Them dupes to piide, and him, the tool of poT\ei. 

God help the man, condemn’d by cmel fate 
To couit the seeming, or the leal gieat > 

Much SOI low shall he feel, and suffei moie 

Than any slave who labours at the oai ! leo 

By slavish methods must he learn to please, 

By smooth-tongued flatteiy, that cursed couit-disease. 
Supple, to eveiy waywaid mood strike sail, 

And shift with shifting humour’s peevish gale. 

To nature dead, he must adopt vile art. 

And wear a smile, with anguish m his heart. 

A sense bf honour would destioy his schemes, 
jind conscience ne’er must speak unless in dreams 
When he hath tamely borne, for many years, 

Cold looks, foi bidding fiowns, contemptuous sneers, iro 
When he at last expects, good easy man > 

To reap the piofits of his labour’d plan. 

Some cringing lackey, or rapacious whore. 

To favouis of the great the surest door, 

Some catamite, or pimp, in credit giown, 

Who tempts another’s wife, or sells his own, 
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Steps ’cross his hopes, the promised boon denies, 
And for some minion’s minion claims the piize 
Foe to restiaiEt, unpractised in deceit, 

Too resolute, fiom nature’s active heat, 

To brook affionts, and tamelj pass them by. 

Too proud to flatter, too sincere to lie. 

Too plain to please, too honest to bo gieat, 

Give me, kind Heaven, an humblci, happier state 
Far fiom the place ■where men Avith pride deceive, 
Where lascals piomisc, and wheic fools believe , 
Far from the walk of folly, vice, and stiife, 

Oaflm, independent, lot mo steal through life , 

Nor one vain wish my steady thoughts beguile 
To fear his Lordship’s ft,own, or court his smile 
Unfit for gieatness, I her snaies defy. 

And look on riches with untainted ej e : 

To others let the glittciing baubles fall, 

Content shall place us far above them all 
Spectators only on this bustling stage. 

We see what vain designs mankind engage : 

Vice after vice with aidour they pursue, 

And one old folly bungs forth twenty new 
Perplex’d with trifles througli the vale of life, 
‘Man strives ’gainst man, without a cause for stiife 
Armies embattled meet, and thousands bleed" 

For some vile spot, where fifty cannot feed. 
Squirrels for nuts contend, and, wioug or right. 
For the woild’s empire kings, ambitious, fight 
What odds ^ — ^to us ’tis all the self-same thing, 

A nut, a world, a squirrel, and a king 
Britons, hke Roman spirits famed of old, 

Aie cast by natme in a patriot mould ; 

No private joy, no private grief, they know, 

Their souls engross’d by public weal or woe ; 
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Inglorious ease, like ouis, they greatly scorn , 211 

Let caie "with nobler weaths their brows adorn 
Gladly they toil beneath, the statesman^ pains, 

Give them but ciedit for a statesman’s brains 
All would be deem’d, e’en fiom the ciadle, fit 
To rule in politics as well as wit 
The grave, the gay, the foplfng and the dunce, 

Stait up (God bless us >) statesman all at once 
His mighty charge of souls the priest foigets, 

The court-bied loid his promises and debts , 220 

Soldiers their fame, misers forget their pelf. 

The lake his mistiess, and the fop himself, 

Whilst thoughts of higher moment claim their caie. 

And then wise heads the weight- of kingdoms beai. 

Females themselves the glorious aidour feel. 

And boast an equal 01 a gi eater zeal , 

Fiom nymph to nymph the state-infection flies. 

Swells in her bieast, and spaikles in hei eyes. 
O’erwhelm’d by politics he malice, piide, 

Envy, and twenty othei faults beside 230 

No moie then little fluttering hearts confess 
A passion for applause, or rage for diess ; 

No more they pant for public laiee-shows, 

Oi lose one thought ou monkeys 01 on beaux 
Coquettes no moie puisue the jilting plan. 

And lustful piudes foiget to rail at man 
The dailmg theme Cecilia’s self will choose. 

Nor thinks of scandal whilst she talks of news 
The cit, a common-councilman by place. 

Ten thousand mighty nothings in his face, 240 

By situation as by nature gieat. 

With nice precision parcels out the state ; 

Pioves and disproves, affirms and then denies, 

Obj'ects himself, and to himself replies ; 
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Wielding aloft the politician lod, 

Makes Pitt by tin ns a deni and a god , 
Maintains, e’en ^o the very tccdi of Power, 

The same thing light and wrong in half an 
hour . 

Now all IS well, now he suspects a plot, 

And plainly proves, whatofei is, is not 
Fearfully wise, he shakes his empty head, 

And deals out empires as he deals out tin cad ; 
His useless scales aie in a coinci flung, 

And Europe’s balance hangs upon his tongue 

Peace to such tiiflers ' be our happici plan 
To pass through life as easy as wm can 
Who’s in or out, who moves this giand machine, 
Nor stirs my curiosity, nor spleen 
Secrets of state no more I wish to know 
Than seciet movements of a puppet-show : 

Let but the puppets move, I ’ve my desire, 
Unseen the hand which guides the master- 
wire 

What is’t to us if taxes use or fall 1 
Thanks to our fortune, we pay none at all. 

Let muckworms, who in diity acres deal, 

Lament those hardslnps which we cannot feel 
His Grace, who smarts, may bellow if he please, 
But must I beUow too, who sit at ease 
By custom safe, the poet’s numbcis flow 
Free as the hght and air some years ago 
No statesman e’er will find it worth his pains 
To tax our labours, and excise our brains 
Burthens like these, vile earthly buildings boar ; 
No tribute ’s laid on castles in the air 

Let, then, the flames of war destructive reign. 
And England’s terrors awe imperious Spain , 
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Let every venal clan ^ and neutral tnbe m 

Leain to receive conditions, not pi escribe , 

Let each new year jail loud for new sitppbes, 

And tax on tax with double burthen use , 

Exempt we sit, by no rude caies oppiess'd. 

And, having little, aie with little bless’d 
All leal ills in dark oblmoh lie. 

And joys, by fancy foim’d, their place supply , 

Night’s laughing hours unheeded slip away. 

Nor one dull thought foietells appioach of day 
Thus have we lived, and whilst the Fates afford 
Plain plenty to supply the fiugal boaid , 

Whilst Mirth with Decency, his lovely bride. 

And wine’s gay god, with Tempeiance by his side, 29 o 
Their welcome visit pay , whilst Health attends 
The naiiow cucle of our chosen friends , 

Whilst flank Good-humoui conseciates the tieat, 

And woman makes society complete. 

Thus will we live, though in our teeth aie huil’d 
Those hackney stiumpets, Piudence and the Woild 
Piudence, of old a sacred term, implied 
Virtue, with godlike wisdom for her guide ; 

But now in general use is known to mean 

The stalking-horse of vice, and folly’s screen, soo 

The sense pei verted, we retain the name , 

Hypocrisy and Piudence are the same 

A tutor once, more read in men than books, 

A kind of ciafty knowledge in his looks. 

Demurely sly, with high preferment bless’d, 

His favourite pupil in these woids address’d . — 
Wouldst thou, my son, be wise and virtuous deem’d ; 

By all mankind a prodigy esteem’d ^ 

1 ‘ Venal Clan ’ alluding to Mi Pitt’s employing tlie Higliland clans m the 
American wai 
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Be this thy rule , be what men piutlcnt call , 
Prudence, almighty Prudence, gives thee all. 

Keep up appearances , theie lies the test , 

The woild will give thee ciedit for the icst. 
Outwaid be fair, howevei foul within , 

Sin if thou wilt, but then m secret sin 
This maxim’s into common Tavour giown, 

Vice IS no longer vice, unless ’tis known. 

Viitue, indeed, may baiefaccd take the field. 

But vice IS viitue when ’tis well couccard 
Should 1 aging passion diivc thee to a whore. 

Let Prudence lead thee to a postein door , 

Stay out all night, but take especial care 
That Piudence bring thee back to eaily piajer 
As one with watching and with study faint. 

Reel in a drunkard, and reel out a saint 
With joy the youth this useful lesson heard, 

And in his memoiy stored each piccious void , 
Successfully pursued the plan, and now, 

Room for my Loid — Virtue, stand by and bow 
And is this all — ^is this the woiklling’s art. 

To mask, but not amend a vicious heart 
Shall lukewaim caution, and demeanour grave, 

For wise and good stamp every supple knave 
Shall wretches, whom no real virtue warms,'" 

Gild fair their names and states with empty foims , 
While Virtue seeks in vain the wish’d-for piize. 
Because, disdaining ill, she hates disguise ; 

Because she frankly pouis fourth all her store. 
Seems what she is, and scorns to pass for moi e \ 
WeU — be it so — ^let vile dissemblers hold 
Unenvied power, and boast their dear-bought gold 
Me neither power shall tempt, nor thirst of pelf. 

To flatter otheis, or deny myself ; 
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Might the whole world be placed withm my span, 343 
I would not be that thing, that prudent man. 

What ' cries Sir Pliant, would you tSen oppose 
Yourself, alone, against a host of foes 
Let not conceit, and peevish lust to rail, 

Above all sense of inteiest prevail. 

Throw off, for shame ’ this petulance of wit ; 

Be wise, he modest, and for once submit : 350 

Too haid the task ’gainst multitudes to fight ; 

You must be wiong , the Woild is in the right 

What IS this Woild — A teim uhich men have got 
To signify, not one m ten knows what , 

A term, which with no moie precision passes 
To point out herds of men than*herds of asses , 

In common use no more it means, we find. 

Than many fools in same opinions join’d 

Can numbers, then, change Nature’s stated lavs ^ 

Can numbeis make the worse the bettei cause 36o 
Vice must be vice, viitue be vutue still. 

Though thousands rail at good, and practise ill. 

Wouldst thou defend the Graul’s destructive lage. 
Because vast nations on hisjiait engage 
Though, to suppoit the rebel Csesar’s cause. 

Tumultuous legions aim against the laws , 

Though sctodal would oui patiiot’s name impeach. 

And rails at virtues which she cannot reach. 

What honest man but would with joy submit 
To bleed with Cato, and letire with Pitt 370 

Steadfast and true to virtue’s sacred laws, 

Unmoved by vulgar censure, or applause. 

Let the World talk, my friend , that World, we know, 
Which calls us guilty, cannot make us so. 

^ ‘Pitt ’ who letned in 1761, because the cabinet would not go to war 
with Spain 
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Unawed by numbers, follow Natmo’s plan , 375 

Assert tbe iigbts, or quit the name of man 
Consider well, weigh stiictly light and wrong ; 

Resolve not quick, but once lesolved, bo strong 
In spite of Dulness, and in spite of Wit, 

If to thyself thou canst thyself acquit, sso 

Rather stand up, assuied witfn conscious pride. 

Alone, than eir with millions on thy side. 


THE PROPHECY OP FAMINE 

A SCOTS PASTORAL IH^CEIBED TO JOHN WILKES, ESQ. 

Nos patiiam fugimus — Virgil 

When Cupid first instructs his daits to fly 
Prom the sly corner of some cook-maid’s eye, 

The stripling raw, just enter’d in his teens. 

Receives the wound, and wonders what it means , 

His heart, like dnpping, melts, and new desire 
Within him stiis, each time she stirs the fiic , 

Trembling and blushing, he the fair one views, 

“^And fain would speak, but can’t — ^without a Muse. 

So to the sacred mount he takes his way, “ 

Piunes his young wmgs, and tunes his infant lay, 10 
His oaten reed to rural ditties frames, 

To flocks and rocks, to hills and nils, proclaims, 

In simplest notes, and all unpohsh’d strains, 

The loves of nymphs, and eke the loves of swains 
Clad, as your nymphs were always clad of yore, 

In rustic weeds — a cook-maid now no more — 

Beneath an aged oak Lardella hes — 

Green moss her couch, her canopy the skies 



THE PEOPHECT OP FAMINE, 


63 


Fiom aromatic scrubs the roguish gale 19 

Steals young perfumes and wafts them through the vale. 
The youth, turn’d sw^in, and skill’d in rustic lays, 

Fast by her side his amorous descant plays 
Herds low, flocks bleat, pies chatter, ravens seieam, 

And the full* chorus dies a-down the stieam 
The streams, with music fiei^hted, as they pass 
Present the fair Lardella with a glass , 

And Zephyr, to complete the love-sick plan, 

Waves his light wings, and serves her for a fan 
But when matuier Judgment takes the lead. 

These childish toys on Reason’s altar bleed , so 

Form’d after some great man, whose name breeds awe. 
Whose every sentence Fashion males a law , 

Who on meie credit his vain trophies rears. 

And founds his meiit on our servile fears , 

Then we discard the woi kings of the heart. 

And nature ’s banish’d by mechanic art , 

Then, deeply read, our leading must be shown , 

Vain IS that knowledge which lemains unknown 
Then Ostentation marches to our aid, 

And letter’d Pride stalks forth in full parade , 40 

Beneath their care behold the work refine. 

Pointed each sentence, polish’d every line ; 

Tiifles are dignified, and taught to wear 
The lobes of ancients with a modem air. 

Nonsense with classic ornaments is graced. 

And passes cuneut with the stamp of taste 
Then the rude Theocnte is lansack’d o’ei. 

And courtly Maro call’d from Mmcio’s shore , 

Sicilian Muses on our mountains roam. 

Easy and free as if they were at home , so 

Nymphs, naiads, nereids, dryads, satyrs, fauns, 

Spoit m om* floods, and tup it o’er our lawns. 
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Floweis 'which once flouiibh’d fair in Gioece and Rome, 
More fau' lewe in England’s meads to bloom ; 54 

Skies -without cloud, exotic suns adoin, 

And roses blush, but blush without a thorn , 

Landscapes, unknown to dowdj Nature, use. 

And new creations strike our ’nmndoiing c} os 

For balds like these, who neither sing nor say, 

Grave without thought, and without feeling gay, eo 
Whose numbers in one even tenor flow. 

Attuned to pleasure, and attuned to woe ; 

Who, if plain Common-Sense her visit pays, 

And mars one couplet m their happy lays, 

As at some ghost affrighted, start and stare. 

And ask the meaning of her coming there • 

For bards hke these a wreath shall Mason^ bring, 

Lmed with the softest down of Folly’s wing , 

In Love’s pagoda shall they ever doze, 

And Gisbal^ kindly rock them to leposo , to 

My Lord , to letters as to faith most true — 

At once their patron and example too — 

Shall quaintly fashion his love-labour’d dreams. 

Sigh -with sad winds, and weep with weeping streams 
Curious in gnef (for real grief, we know, 

Is curious to dress up the tale of woo), 

From the green umbrage of some Druid’s seat 
Shall his own works, in his own way, repeat 
Me, whom no Muse of heavenly birth inspires, 

No judgment tempers when rash genius fires , so 

Who boast no merit but mere knack of rhyme, 

Short gleams of sense, and satire out of time ; 

^ ‘ Mason ’ William Mason, autboi of ^ Elfuda,’ ‘ Caiactacus,’ and sax 
‘ Elegy on tbe Death of the Countess of Coventiy,’ the intimate fuend, executor, 
and biographer of Gray — ^ ‘Gisbal * a stupid and scuruloiis attack on 
Scotland — ® ‘Weeping streams ’ referung to Lord Lyttelton’s Monody on 
his wife’s death, and his Essay on the conversion of Paul 
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Who cannot follow where turn fancy leads, 83 

By pratthng stieams, o’er flowei -empurpled meado. 

Who often, but without success, have jpray’d 
Foi apt Alliteration’s aitful aid ; 

Who would, but cannot, with a master’s sliU, 

Com fine new epithets, which mean no ill 
Me, thus uncouth, thus evely way unfit 
For pacing poesy, and ambling wit, 90 

Taste with contempt beholds, nor deigns to place 
Amongst the lowest of her favoui’d lace 
Thou, Natuie, ait my goddess — ^to thy law 
Myself I dedicate ' Hence, slavish awe ’ 

Which bends to fashion, and obeys the lules 
Imposed at fiist, and since observed by fools , 

Hence those vile tricks which mar fair Nature’s hue. 
And bung the sober mation foith to view. 

With all that aitificial tawdry glare 

Which vAtue scorns, and none but strumpets wear > loo 

Sick of those pomps, those vanities, that waste 

Of toil, which critics now mistake for taste , 

Of false refinements sick, and labour’d ease. 

Which ait, too thinly veil’d, foibids to please , 

By Nature’s charms (ingloiious tiuth ') subdued. 
However plain her dress, and ’haviour rude. 

To noithem climes my happiei course I steer. 

Climes where the goddess reigns throughout the 
year, 

Wheie, undisturb’d by Art’s lebelhous plan, 

She rules the loyal laird, and faithful clan. no 

To that rare soil, where virtues clustering grow, 

What mighty blessings doth not England owe ’ 

What waggon-loads of courage, wealth, and sense. 

Doth each revolving day import from thence 1 

E 
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To US she gives, disinterested friend ' ns 

Faith without fiaud, and Stuaits^ without end 
When we prospeiity’s rich tiapiungs w ear, 

Come not her generous sons and take a share ^ 

And if, by some disastious turn of fate. 

Change should ensue, and lum seize the state, 120 
Shall we not find, safe in thkt hallow’d ground. 

Such refuge as the holy maityr^ found ^ 

Noi less our debt in science, though denied 
By the weak slaves of prejudice and piidc 
Thence came the Ramsays,^ names of woithy note, 

Of whom one paints, as well as t’ other wioto, 

Thence, Home,^ disbanded fiom the sous of pi ay or 
For loving plays, though no dull Dean® was theie , 
Thence issued forth, at gieat Macpherson’s® call. 

That old, new, epic pastoial, Fingal , iso 

Thence Malloch,'^ fiiend alike to Church and State, 

Of Christ and Liberty, by grateful Fate 
Raised to rewards, which, in a pious leign. 

All darmg infidels should seek in vain , 

Thence simple bards, by simple piudcuce taught, 

To this wise town by simple patrons brought. 

In simple manner utter simple lays. 

And take, with simple pensions, simple piaisc 

Waft me, some Muse, to Tweed’s inspiiing stream, 
Wheie all the little Loves and Graces dream ; 140 

^ ‘ Stuarts ’ tlie family name of Lord Bute — ^ ^ Holy maityr ’ Chailes I 
— ® ‘ Eamsays ’ Allan Ramsay, author of the ‘ Gentle Slicpheul, and his son 
(Allan), a fine painter, intimate with Reynolds and Johnson — ^ ‘ Home ’ 
John Home, the well known author of ‘ Douglas ’ Sec MAckenyne’s Life ^ 
® ‘ Dull Dean ’ Di Zachaiy Reaice, Bishop of Rochestei and Dean of West- 
minster, who rebuked Churehill for wutmg on playeis and dressing like a 
layman — ® ‘ Great Macpherson ’ James Macpherson, translator oi autlior of 
‘ Ossian ^ ‘ Malloch ’ David Mallett, son of an innkeeper m Cneff, fi lend of 
Thomson’s, authoi of a poor life of Bacon, and of one good ballad, ‘ William 
and Margaret,’ editor of Bolmgbroke’s posthumous mfidel works, under- 
secretaiy to the Piince ot Wales, and a pensioner 
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Where, slowly winding, the dull waters creep, i4i 
And seem themselves to own the pouer of sleep , 

Where on the suifaoe lead, like feathers, swims , 

Theie let me bathe my yet unhallow’d limbs, 

As once a Syrian bathed m Jordan’s flood — 

Wash oflF my native stains, coiiect that blood 
Which mutinies at call of ^Enghsh pride. 

And, deaf to piudence, rolls a patiiot tide 

Prom solemn thought which oveihangs the brow 
Of patriot caie, when things aie — God knows how , 150 
Piom nice trim points, where Honour, slave to Rule, 

In compliment to Folly, plays the fool , 

From those gay scenes, where Mirth exalts his power, 
And easy Humoui wings the laughing hour , 

Prom those soft better moments, when desire 
Beats high, and all the world of man ’s on file , 

When mutual aidom's of the melting fair 
More than repay us foi whole years of care. 

At Friendship’s summons will my Wilkes retieat. 

And see, once seen befoie, that ancient seat, 160 

That ancient seat, where majesty display’d 
Her ensigns, long before the world was made ! 

Mean naiiow maxims, which enslave mankmd, 

Ne’er from its bias waip thy settled mind • 

Not duped by party, nor opinion’s slave. 

Those faculties which bounteous nature gave. 

Thy honest spirit into practice brings. 

Nor courts the smile, noi dreads the frown of kings. 

Let rude licentious Englishmen comply 

With tumult’s voice, and curse — ^theyknow not why , 170 

Unwillmg to condemn, thy soul disdains 

To wear vile faction’s arbitrary chains. 

And strictly weighs, in apprehension clear. 

Things as they are, and not as they appear 
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With thee good humour tempers lively wit , ns 

Enthroned with Judgment, Candoiu loves to sit , 

And nature gave”' thee, open to distress, 

A heait to pity, and a hand to bless 

Oft have I heaid thee mourn the wi etched lot 
Of the poor, mean, despised, insulted Scot, iso 

Who, might calm reason credit idle tales, 

By lancour foiged where piejudice pievails, 

Or starves at home or piactiscs, thiough fear 
Of starving, arts which damn all conscience here 
When sciibbleis, to the chaige by interest led, 

The fierce North Biiton foaming at their head, 

Pour forth invectives, deaf to Candour’s call. 

And, injured by one ahen, rail at all ; 

On northern Pisgah when they take their stand, 

To maik the weakness of that Holy Land, loo 

With needless truths their libels to adorn, 

And hang a nation up to public scorn, 

Thy generous soul condemns the frantic rage, 

And hates the faithful, but ill-natuied page 
The Scots are poor, cries suily English pride , 

True IS the charge, nor by themselves denied 
Are they not, then, in strictest reason clear, 

Who wisely come to mend their fortunes here ^ 

If, by low supple arts successful grown. 

They sapp’d our vigour to increase their own ; 200 

If, mean in want, and insolent m power, 

They only fawn’d moie surely to devour, 

Roused by such wrongs, should Reason take alarm, 

And e’en the Muse for public safety arm ^ 

But if they own ingenuous virtue’s sway. 

And follow where true honour points the way, 

^ ‘ North Briton ’ the famous paper conducted by Wilkes. 
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If they revere the hand by ■which they he fed, 2or 
And bless the donors for their daily bread, 

Or, by vast debts of higher nnpoit bound, 

Are always humble, always giateful found 
If they, diiected by Paul’s holy pen. 

Become disci eetly all things to all men, 

That all men may become all things to them, 

Envy may hate, but Justice can’t condemn 
Into our places, states, and beds they cieep ; 

They ’ve sense to get, what we want sense to keep 

Once — ^be the hour accursed, accursed the place f — 

I ventured to blaspheme the chosen race 
Into those traps, which men call’d patriots laid. 

By specious arts un wanly betray*d, 220 

Madly I leagued against that sacied earth. 

Vile parricide I which gave a paient birth 
But shall I meanly error’s path pursue. 

When heavenly tiuth piesents her fiiendly clue ^ 

Once plunged m ill, shall I go farther m '2 
To make the oath, was rash to keep it, sin. 

Backward I tread the paths I trod before. 

And calm reflection hates wl^t passion swore 
Converted, (blessed are the souls which know 
Those pleasures which from true conversion flow, 230 
Whether to reason, who now rules my breast, 

Or to pure faith, like Lyttelton and West),^ 

Past crimes to ezpiate, be my present aim 
To raise new trophies to the Scottish name ; 

To make (what can the proudest Muse do more 
E’en faction’s sons her brighter worth adore ; 

1 ‘ Lyttelton and West ’ G-eoige Lord Lyttelton, author of the histoiy of 
Henry II and Gilbert West, the transUtoi of Pindar, both originally sceptical, 
but both converted, ‘—the one, the authoi of a Dissertation on Paul’s convex- 
Sion , the other, of a book on the resurrection of Christ 
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To make lier glories, stamp’d -with honest rhymes, 2 S 7 
In fullest tide roll down to latest times 

Presumptuous ■wietch' and shall a Muse like 
thine. 

An Bnghsh Muse, the meanest of the Nine, 

Attempt a theme like this ^ Can her -weak'stiara 
Expect indulgence from the mighty Thane 
Should he from toils of goveinment retire. 

And for a moment fan the poet’s fire , 

Should he, of sciences the moral friend. 

Each cuiious, each impoitant search suspend. 

Leave unassisted Hill ^ of heibs to tell. 

And all the wonders of a cockleshell , 

Having the Lord’s gocTd grace before his eyes, 

Would not the Home ^ step forth and gam the prize 
Or if this wreath of honoui might adorn 251 

The humble brows of one in England born. 
Presumptuous still thy danng must appear , 

Vain all thy towering hopes whilst I am here 
Thus spake a foim, by silken smile and tone, 

Dull and unvaried, for the Laureate ® known, 

FoUy’s chief fiiend, Decorum’s eldest son, 

In eveiy party found, and yet of none 
This airy substance, this substantial shade. 

Abash’d I heaid, and with respect obey’d " 26O 

From themes too lofty for a bard so mean. 

Disci etion beckons to an humbler scene , 

The restless fever of ambition laid. 

Calm I letire, and seek the sylvan shade 
Now be the Muse disrobed of all her piide. 

Be all the glare of verse by truth supplied 

1 ‘ EUl,’ a'protegd of Loid Bute’s See a note upon ‘ The Bosoiad 
Home ’ JohnHome, anothei of LoidBnte’s piotdgfe — ® ‘La-ireate ’ William 
Whitehead, Laureate after C Cibber, who had somehow provoked Churoliill 
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And if plain nature pours a simple strain, 267 

"Whicli Bute may praise, and Ossian not disdain, — 

Ossian, sublimest, simplest bard of all. 

Whom English infidels Macpheison call, — 

Then round my head shall Honour’s ensigns ivare. 

And pensions mark me for a willing slave 

Two boys, whose birth, beyond all question, spiings 
From great and glorious, though forgotten, kings — 
Shepherds, of Scottish lineage, bom and bied 
On the same bleak and bairen mountain’s head , 

By niggard nature doom’d on the same rocks 
To spin out life, and starve themselves and flocks , 

Fresh as the morning, which, enrobed in mist. 

The mountain’s top with usual dulness kiss’d, 28O 

Jockey and Sawney to their labours rose , 

Soon clad, I ween, where nature needs no clothes , 

Where, from then youth inured to winter-skies. 

Dress and hei vain lefinements they despise 

Jockey, whose manly high-boned cheeks to crown. 
With freckles spotted, flamed the golden down. 

With meikle art could on the bagpipes play. 

E’en fiom the rising to the setting day , 

Sawney as long without retnorse could bawl 
Home’s madiigals, and ditties from Pingal • 290 

Oft at his»strains, all natuial though rude. 

The Highland lass forgot hei want of food , 

And, whilst she scratch’d her lover into rest. 

Sunk pleased, though hungry, on her Sawney’s breast. 

Fai as the eye could reach, no tree was seen , 

Earth, clad in russet, scorn’d the lively gieen 
The plague of locusts they secure defy. 

For in three hours a grasshopper must die . 

No living thing, whate’er its food, feasts thhie. 

But the cameleon, who can feast on air. 300 
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iSTo birds, except as birds of passage, flew , 301 

No bee was known to hum, no dove to coo 
No streams, as atnber smooth, amber clear. 

Were seen to glide, or heard to waible heie 
Rebellion’s spring, which through the country ran, 
Furnish’d, with bittei draughts, the steady clan 
No flowers embalm’d the air* but one white lose,^ 

Which on the tenth of June by instinct blows , 

By instinct blows at mom, and when the shades 
Of dimly eve prevail, by instinct fades 310 

One, and but one poor solitaiy cave, 

Too sparing of hei favours, nature gave , 

That one alone (hard tax on Scottish pride 1 ) 

Shelter at once for mam and beast supplied 
There snares without, entangling briars spread, 

And thistles, arm’d against the mvadei’s head. 

Stood in close ranks, all entrance to oppose , 

Thistles now held more precious than the rose' 

All creatures which, on nature’s eailiest plan. 

Were formed to loathe and to be loathed by man, 320 
Which owed their biith to nastiness and spite, 

Deadly to touch, and hateful to the sight ; 

Creatures which, when admitted in the ark. 

Their saviour shunn’d, and rankled in the daik, 

Pound place within maiking her noisome read 
With poison’s trail, here crawl’d the bloated toad ; 

There webs weie spread of more than common size, 
And half-starved spiders prey’d on half-starved flics ; 

In quest of food, efts strove in vain to crawl ; 

Slugs, pinch’d with hunger, smear’d the slimy w'all . S30 
The cave around with hissing serpents rung ; 

On the damp roof unhealthy vapour hung ; 

^ ^ White rose ’ The emblem ot the Jacobites, a white rose, was worn by 
them, m honour of the young Pretendei’s birthday, on the 10th of June 
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And Famine, by her cMdren always known, S38 

As proud as poor, heie fix’d her natiTc tlirone 

Heie, for the sullen sl^ was oreicast. 

And summei shiunk beneath a wintry blast — 

A native blast, which, aim’d with hail and lain, 

Beat unieleating on the naked swam. 

The bo3s foi shelter made , 'behind, the sheep, 

Of which those shepheids every day tale leep, 3i0 
Sickly ciept on, and, with complainings rude, 

On natme seem’d to call, and bleat for food 

JOCKEY 

Sith to this cave by tempest we ’re confined. 

And within hen our flocks, undei>the wund. 

Safe fiom the pelting of this perilous stoim, 

Aie laid emong yon thistles, diy and waim. 

What, Sawney, if by shepheids’ art we try 
To mock the rigour of this cruel sky 
What if we tune some meiry roundelay ^ 

Well dost thou sing, nor ill doth Jockey play. sso 

SAWNEY 

Ah ' Jockey, ill advisest thou, I ms, 

To think of songs at such a time as this 
Sooner shall* heibage crown these bairen locks. 

Sooner shall fleeces clothe these lagged flocks. 

Sooner shall want seize shepherds of the south, 

And we foiget to hve fiom hand to mouth, 

Than Sawney, out of season, shall impart 
The songs of gladness with an aching heart 

JOCKEY 

Still have I known thee for a silly swam ; 

Of things past help, what boots it to complain 1 seo 
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Nothing but mirtb can conquer fortune’s spite , S6i 
No sky IS heavy, if the heart he light 
Patience is sorrOVs salve what can’t be cured, 

So Donald nght areads, must be endured 

SAWNEY 

Full silly swam, I wot, is Jockey now 
How didst thou bear thy Maggy’s falsehood ’ How, 
When with a foreign loon she stole away. 

Didst thou forswear thy pipe and shepherd’s lay 
Wheie was thy boasted wisdom then, when I 
Applied those pioverbs which you now apply sro 

‘ JOCKEY 

Oh, she was lonny ' All the Highlands round 
Was theie a rival to my Maggy found ^ 

More precious (though that piecious is to all) 

Than the rare medicine which we Brimstone call. 

Or that choice plant,^ so grateful to the nose, 

Which, m I know not what far country, grows, 

Was Maggy unto me dear do I rue 
A lass so fair should ever prove untrue. 

SAWNEY 

Whether with pipe or song to charm the ear, 
Thi’ough all the land did Jamie find a peer ? sso 

Cursed be that year® by every honest Scot, 

And m the shepheid’s calendar forgot. 

That fatal yeai when Jamie, hapless swam t 
In evil hour forsook the peaceful plain 
Jamie, when our young laird discreetly fled, 

Was seized, and bang’d tiU he was dead, dead, dead 

^ ‘ Choice plant ’ Tobacco ‘That year ’ theyeax 1745 



THE PROPHECY OP PAMIHB 


75 


JOCKEY 

Full sorely may \fe all lament that 3.ay, ssr 

For all -were losers in the deadly fiay 
Five hi others had I on the Scottish plains, 

Veil dost thou know were none moie hopeful swains , 
Five biotheis there I lost, in manhood’s piide , 

Two in the field, and thiee on gibbets died 
Ah, silly swains ’ to follow wai’s alarms , 

Ah ' what hath shepheids’ hfe to do with arms 

SAWYEY 

Mention it not— theie saw I sti angers clad 
In all the honours of our lavish’d plaid , 

Saw the Feiiara, too, oui nation’s pride. 

Unwilling grace the awkwaid victor’s side 
There fell our choicest youth, and fiom that day 
Mote never Sawney tune the meiry lay , 400 

Bless’d those which fell ' cursed those wluch still 
survive. 

To mourn Fifteen renew’d in Forty-five * 

Thus plain’d the boys, when, from her throne of tuif,^ 
With boils emboss’d, and overgrown with scurf. 

Vile humours which, in kfe’s corrupted well 
Mix’d at the birth, not abstinence could quell. 

Pale Famine rear’d the head , her eager eyes, 

Where hunger e’en to madness seem’d to rise. 

Speaking aloud her throes and pangs of heart. 

Strain’d to get loose, and from their orbs to start 4io 
Her hollow cheeks were each a deep-sunk cell, 

Wheie wretchedness and horror loved to dwell 
With double rows of useless teeth supplied,* 

Her mouth, from ear to ear, extended wide. 



76 


ciiuechill’s poems 


Which, -when foi want of food her entrails pined, 4 i 5 
She oped, and, cm sing, swallow’d nought but wind 
All shi well’d was her shm, and he^e and thcie. 
Making their waj by foice, her bones lay baie 
Such filthy sight to hide fiom human Tiew, 

O’ei hei foul limbs a tattei’d plaid she thiew 420 
Cease, cued the goddess, cease, despaiiing swains ’ 
And fiom a parent heai what Jove 01 dams 
Pent in this bairen corner of the isle. 

Where partial fortune never deign’d to smile , 

Like nature’s bastards, reaping for our shaie 
What was rejected by the lawful heir , 

Unknown amongst the nations of the earth. 

Or only known to raise contempt and mirth , 

Long free, because the race of Roman biaves 
Thought it not worth their wlnle to make us slaves , 430 
Then into bondage by that nation bi ought. 

Whose rum we for ages vainly sought , 

Whom stiU with unslaked hate we view, and still. 

The power of mischief lost, retain the will ; 

Consider’d as the refuse of mankind, 

A mass till the last moment left behind, 

^Which frugal natme doubted, as it lay. 

Whether to stamp with life or throw away ; 

Which, form’d in haste, was planted in this hook. 

But never enter’d in Creation’s book , 440 

Branded as traitors who, for love of gold. 

Would sell their Cod, as once their king they sold, — 
Long have we borne this mighty weight of ill, 

These vile injurious taunts, and bear them still. 

But times of happier note are now at hand. 

And the fuU promise of a better land . 

There, hke the sons of Israel, having trod, 

Foi the fix’d term of years ordain’d by God, 
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A baiien deseit, we shall seize iich plains, 449 

Wheie milk with honey flows, and plenty leigiis 
With some few nati\;es pin’d, some pliant few. 

Who worship Interest and our tiack pursue , 

There shall we, though the wi etched people guere, 
Rawage at krge, nor ask the owners’ leare 

For us, the earth shall hiing foith her increase , 

For us, the flocks shall weai a golden fleece ; 

Fat beeves shall yield us dainties not our own. 

And the giape bleed a nectar yet unknown . 

For our advantage shall their harvests glow. 

And Scotsmen reap ivhat they disdain’d to sow' 460 
For us, the sun shall climb the eastern hill ; 

Foi us, the rain shaE fall, the ddw distil 
When to our wishes Natuie cannot use. 

Art shall be task’d to giant us fresh supplies , 

His biawny aim shall diudging Labour strain, 

And for our pleasure suflfer daily pain 
Trade shaU for us exert her utmost powers. 

Hers all the toE, and aU the profit ours 
For us, the oak shaE from his native steep 
Descend, and fearless travel thiough the deep 470 
The sail of commerce, for our use unfurl’d, 

ShaE waft the treasures of each distant woild 
Foi us, sublimer heights shaE science leaeh , 

For us, their statesman plot, their churchmen pieach 
Their noblest limbs of councE w'e ’ll disjoint, 

And, mocking, new ones of our own appoint 
Devouring War, impiison’d in the Horth, 

ShaE, at our caE, in horrid pomp break forth, 

And when, his chariot-wheels with thundei hung. 

Fell Discord braying with her biazen tongue, 480 
Death in the van, with Anger, Hate, and Fear, 

And Desolation stalking in the rear. 
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Revenge, by Justice guided, m his tram, 433 

He drives impetuous o’er the trembling plain. 

Shall, at our bidding, quit his kwfiil piey, 

And to meek, gentle, geneious Peace give -way 
Think not, my sons, tliat this so bless’d estate 
Stands at a distance on the roll of fate , 

Already big with hopes of future sm ay. 

E’en fiom this cave I scent my destined prey 490 

Think not that this dominion o’ei a laco. 

Whose foimer deeds shall time’s last annals giace. 

In the rough face of peiil must bo sought. 

And with the lives of thousands deaily bought 
No — fool’d by cunning, by that happy art 
Which laughs to scorn the blundeimg heio’s heait. 

Into the snaie shall our kind neighbours fall 
With open eyes, and fondly give us all 
When Rome, to pi op her sinking empiio, boie 
Their choicest levies to a foreign shore, jjo 

What if we seized, hke a destroying flood. 

Then widow’d plains, and fill’d the realm with blood. 
Gave an unbounded loose to manly lagc, 

And, scorning meicy, spaied nor sex, nor age t 
When, for our interest too mighty grown, 

Monarchs of warlike bent possessed the throne, 

What if we strove divisions to foment, 

And spread the flames of civil discontent. 

Assisted those who ’gainst their king made head. 

And gave the traitors refuge when they fled 510 

When restless Glory bade her sons advance, 

And pitch’d her standard in the fields of France, 

What if, disdaining oaths, — an empty sound. 

By which oiu' nation never shall be bound, — 

Bravely we taught unmuzzled War to 10am, 

Through the weak land, and brought cheap laurels home 1 
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When the bold traitors, leagued for the defence 5i7 
Of law, religion, liberty, and sense, 

When they against tlieir lawful monarch lose, 

And daied the Lord’s anointed to oppose. 

What if we still revered the banish’d race, 

And strove the loyal vagi ants to leplace, 

With fieice lebcllions shook the unsettled state, 

And gieatly dared, though cross’d by partial fate ^ 

These facts, which might, where wisdom held the sway, 
Awake the very stones to bar our way, 

There shall be nothing, nor one trace remain 
In the dull region of an English brain , 

Bless’d with that faith which mountains can remove. 
First they shall dupes, next saints* last maityis, piove 

Already is this game of Fate begun ssi 

Under the sanction of my daihng son 
That son, of nature royal as his name. 

Is destined* to redeem our race fiom shame 
His boundless power, beyond example great, 

Shall make the rough way smooth, the crooked stiaight , 
Shall for our ease the raging floods restrain. 

And sink the mountain level to the plain 

Discoid, whom m a cavern under ground 

With massy fetters their late patriot bound ; sio 

Where her oVu flesh the furious hag might tear, 

And vent her curses to the vacant air , 

Where, that she never might be heard of more, 

He planted Loyalty to guard the dooi. 

For better purpose shall oui chief release. 

Disguise her for a time, and call her Peace ^ 

Lured by that name — ^fine engine of deceit ' — 

Shah the weak English help themselves to cheat , 

1* Darling son ’ Bute ‘Peace ’ that of 1763, abused by aU tlie 
Opposition. 
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To gam oui love, mth honours shall they giaco 549 
The old adherents of the Stuart race, 

Who, pointed out no matter by Avhat name, 

Toiies or Jacobites, are still the same , 

To soothe our rage the tempoiising brood 
Shall break the ties of truth and gratitude, 

Against their saviour venoVd falsehoods fiamc, 

And bland with calumny then William’s name 
To win our giace, (rare argument of wit >) 

To om- untainted faith shall they commit 
j(Our faith, which, in extiemcst perils tried, 

Disdain’d, and still disdains, to change her side) m 
That sacred Majesty they all approve. 

Who most enjoys, and best deserves their love. 


AN EPISTLE TO WILLIAM HOGARTH.’ 

Amongst the sons of men how few are known 
Who dare be just to merit not their own ’ 

Superior virtue and superior senie. 

To knaves and fools, will always give offence , 

Nay, men of real worth can scarcely bear, 

So nice 18 jealousy, a rival there 
Be wicked as thou wilt , do all that ’s base ; 
Proclaim thyself the monster of thy lace 
Let vice and foUy thy black soul divide , 

Be proud with meanness, and be mean with pride. 10 
Deaf to the voice of Faith and Honour, fall 
From side to side, yet be of none at all . 


1 For occasion of this poem, see Life 
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Spuin all those chanties, those sacred ties, is 

Which Natuie, in hei boimtj, good as ■Rise, 

To woik our safety anjl ensui'e hei plhn, 

Coutiivcd to bind and iivet man to man 
Lift against Viitue, Powei’s oppiessue lod , 

Betray thy* countiy, and deny thy God ; 

And, in one genoial compiehensire line, 

To group, which Tolunies scaicely could define, 20 
Whate’er of sm and dulness can be said, 

Join to a Fox’s ^ heait a Dashwood’s^ head , 

Yet maj’st thou pass unnoticed in the thiong, 

And, flee fiom envy, safely sneak along 
The rigid saint, by whom no mcicy’s shoun 
To saints whose lives aie better'than his own. 

Shall spaie thy ciiines , and Wit, who novel once 
Foigave a biothei, shall foigive a dunce 

But should thy soul, foim’d in some luckless lioui, 

V lie intefest scorn, noi madly grasp at power , so 
Should love of fame, in every noble mind 
A biave disease, with love of viitue join’d. 

Spur thee to deeds of pith, where coinage, tiled 

In Reason’s couit, is amply justified 

Or, fond of knowledge, and’averse to stnfe, 

Shouldst thou prefer the calmer walk of life , 

Shouldst thou, by pale and sickly study |pd. 

Pursue coy Science to the fountain-head , 

Virtue thy guide, and public good thy end. 

Should every thought to our impiovement tend, 40 
To cuib the passions, to enlarge the mind, 

Purge the sick Weal, and humanise mankind , 

Rage in her eye, and malice in her breast. 

Redoubled Hoiroi grining on her crest, 

1 ‘Fox ’ Henry Fox, afterwaids Lord Holland, suppohod not tobeo\cr- 
honest ^ ^ Bashwood ’ Sir Fiancis Basii’«ood, geneinlly thought a higoted 
and stupid Tory 

F 
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Fiercer each snake, and shaipcr creiy dait, 45 

Quick fioni her cell shall maddening Env} stait 
Then shall thou find, but find, alas [ too late, 

How vain is woith t how shoib is gloij’s date ’ 

Then shall thou find, whilst fi lends with foes couspiic, 

To give more pi oof than viitue would desire, 50 

Thy dangei chiefly lies m abcing well , 

No crime’s so gieat as daring to excel 

Whilst Satire thus, disdaining mean control, 

Urged the fiee dictates of an honest soul. 

Candour, who, with the charity of Paul, 

Still thinks the best, whene’ei she thinks at all, 

With the sw'eet milk of human kindness bless’d. 

The fuuous aidoui of ray zeal repiess’d 

Canst thou, wath moie than usual warmth she cued. 
Thy malice to indulge, and feed thy pride , 00 

Canst thou, se'veie by natiue as thou ait, 

With all that wondrous rancour m thy hcait, 

Delight to torture tiuth ten thousand wa} s, 

To spin deti action foith fiom themes of praise, 

To make Vice sit, for purposes of strife. 

And draw the hag much laigoi than the life, 

To make the good seem bad," the bad seem woiso, 

^nd lepiesent our natuie as our erase 
Doth not hufnanity condemn that zeal 
WTiich tends to aggravate and not to heal ^ ro 

Doth not discretion wain thee of disgrace, 

And danger, grinning, stare thee in the face, 

Loud as the dium, which, spreading tenor loiiiid. 

From emptiness acquiies the power of sound 
Doth not the voice of Noiton^ strike thy ear. 

And the pale Mansfield ^ chill thy soul with fear 

1 ‘ Noitou ’ & Eletoher Norton, Attorney-General from 1703 to 17G5, 
created a peer m 1782 bv the tide of Lord Grantley ‘ Mansfield ’ the 
celebiated Miinay, Loid i^fansfield See Jmims 
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Dost thou, fond man, believe thyself secure rv 

Because thou ’it honest, and because thou ’it poor'? 

Dost thou on law and libeity depend ^ 

Turn, turn thy eyes, and view thy injuied fiieud 
Art thou beyond the rulBan giipe of Powei, 

When Wilkes, prejudged, is sentenced to the Tower ? 
Dost thou by privilege exeraption claim, 

When privilege is little moie than name ? 

Or to preiogative (that glorious ground 
On which state scoundrels oft have safety found) 

Dost thou pretend, and theie a sanction find, 
Unpunish’d, thus to libel human-kind '? 

When poverty, the poet’s constant crime, 

Compell’d thee, all unfit, to tiad^ in ibyme, so 

Had not romantic notions tuin’d thy head, 

Hadst thou not valued honour moie than biead , 

Had Interest, pliant Interest, been thy guide. 

And had aot Prudence been debauch’d by Piide, 

In Flattery’s stream thou wouldst have dipp’d thy pen, 
Applied to great and not to honest men , 

Nor should conviction have seduced thy heart 
To take the weaker, though the better part 

What but rank folly, for thy curse decreed. 

Could into Satire’s barren path mislead, mo 

When, open* to thy view, before thee lay 
Soul-soothing Panegyric’s fioweiy way '? 

There might the Muse have sauntci’d at her ease. 

And. pleasing others, leain’d herself to please , 

Loids should have listen’d to the sugar’d treat. 

And ladies, simpering, own’d it vastly sweet ; 

Rogues, in thy prudent verse with vntue graced, 

Fools mark’d by thee as prodigies of taste. 

Must have forbid, pounng preferments down, 

Such wit, such truth as thine to quit the gown 


in) 
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Thy sacred brethien, too, (for they, no less m 

Than laymen, bring their offeiings to success) 

Had hail’d thee ^ood if great, ajid paid the vow 
Sincere as that they pay to God, -whilst thou 
In lawn hadst whisper’d to a sleeping crowd, 

As dull as Rochestei,^ and half as pioud 

Peace, Candour — wisely liadst thou said, and 
well. 

Could Interest m this breast one moment dwell , 

Could she, with prospect of success, oppose 

The firm resolves which fiom conviction losc 120 

I cannot truckle to a fool of state, 

Nor take a favour from the man I hate 
Free leave have others ®by such means to shine , 

I scoin their practice , they may laugh at mine 
But in this charge, forgetful of thjself, 

Thou hast assumed the maxims of that elf. 

Whom God in wrath, for man’s dishonour framed. 
Cunning in heaven, amongst us Prudence named. 

That servile prudence, which I leave to those 
Who dare not be my fiiends, can’t be my foes 130 
Had I, with cruel and oppressive ihymes. 

Pursued and turn’d misfoi tunes into ciimcs , 

Had I, when Virtue gasping lay and low, 

Join’d tyiaut Vice, and added woe to woe ,*■ 

Had I made Modesty m blushes speak. 

And drawn the tear down Beauty’s sacred cheek , 

Had I (damn’d then) in thought debased my lays. 

To wound that sex which honour bids me pause , 

Had I, from vengeance, by base views betray’d. 

In endless night sunk injured Ayhffe’s ^ shade , no 

^ ‘Eocheiater ’ Pearce, Bishop of Kochester, mentioned abo\e as a foe to 
Clinrchill — ^ ^ Ayliife ’ a forger of the period, said, to have been lU-used 
by Lord Holland Ghuichill intended to wute a poem, entitled, ‘ Ay idle’s 
Ghost,’ but did not live to accompli&li his intention 
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Had I (whicli satiusts of miglity name,’ i4i 

Renown’d in iliyme, levercd for moial fame, 

Hare done befoie, 'x^ljoni Justice sliall p\irsue 
In future veise) biouglit foitb to public view 
A noble friend, and made Ins foibles known, 

Because bis^woitli was gi eater tlun my own , 

Had I spaied those (so PiuSencc had decreed) 

Whom, God so help me at my gi eatest need t 
I ne’er will spare, those Tipeis to then king 
Who smooth their looks, and flatter whilst they i5o 
sting , 

Or had I not taught patiiot zeal to boast 
Of those who flattei least, but love him most , 

Had I thus smil’d, my stubborn soul should bend 
At Candoui’s voice, and take, as fiom a fiieiid, 

The deep lebuke , myself should be tlie fiist 
To hate myself, and stamp my Muse accuised 
But shdll my aim — foibid it, manly piide ^ 

Foibid it, leason ’ waning on my side — 

Foi vengeance lifted high, the stroke foibear. 

And hang suspended in the desert air, leo 

Or to my trembling side unnerved sink down. 

Palsied, forsooth, by Candoflr’s half-made fiown^ 

When Justice bids me on, shall I delay 
Because inSipid Candour bars my way ^ 

When she, of all alike the puling friend. 

Would disappoint my satire’s noblest end , 

When she to villains would a sanction give, 

And sheltei those who are not fit to live ; 

When she would screen the guilty fiom a blush. 

And bids me spare whom Reason bids me crush, i70 
All leagues with Candour proudly I resign , 

She cannot be for Honoui’s turn, nor mine 

^ ‘ Mighty name ’ Pope, lefenmg to his famous attack on Addison, 
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Yet come, cold Monitor' half foe, half fnend, irs 
Whom Vice can’t fear, 'v\’hora Viitue can’t commend , 
Come, Candour, 'hj thy dull md'ffesonce known, 

Thou equal-blooded judge, thou lukewaim drone, 

Who, fashion’d without feelings, dost expect 
We call that virtue which wp know defect , 

Come, and obseive the natuie of our crimes, 

The gloss and lank complexion of the times ; iso 

Observe it well, and then review my jilan, 

Piaise if you will, or censure if you can 

Whilst Vice piesumptuous lords it as in spoil. 

And Piety is only known at court , 

Whilst wretched Liberty expning lies, 

Beneath the fatal burthen of Excise , 

Whilst nobles act, without one touch of shame, 

What men of humble rank would blush to name , 

Whilst Honour’s placed m highest point of view, 
Worshipp’d by those who Justice neier knew , lOO 
Whilst bubbles of distinction waste m play 
The hours of rest, and blunder thiough the day , 

With dice and cards opprobrious vigils keep, 

Then turn to ruin empires in their sleep , 

Whilst fathers,'- by relentless passion led. 

Doom worthy injuied sons to bog their biead, 

Merely with ill-got, ill-saved, wealth to giac 4 
An alien, abject, poor, proud, upstart lace ' 

Whilst Martin® flatters only to betray, 

And Webb® gives up his duty soul for pay, 200 

Whilst titles serve to hush a villain’s fears ; 

Whilst peers are agents made, and agents peeis , 

* ‘ Fathers ’ Thomas Potter, Esq , a man of splendid abilities, was dism- 
hented by his fathei, the Archbishop of Canteibmy, on account ol his dissolute 
life — = ‘Maitin ’ Samuel Maitm, Esq , F R S,, M P for Camelford , the 
hero of ‘The Duellist.’ — ® ‘ Webb ’ Philip Caiteiet Webb, Esq , Soliutor to 
tlie Tieasury 
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Whilst base betrayeis aie themselves betiav’d, aos 
And makeis min’d by the thing they made , 

Whilst C falsetto j 3 od and man, ror gold, 

Like the old ti aitor who a Savionr sold, 

To shame his master, fiicnd, avd fathei gives , 

Whilst Bute leniains in jiower, vhilst Holland lives, — 
Can Satiic want a subject, iihcie Disdain, 

By Viitue fiied, may point her shaipest strain, 210 
Wheie, clothed vith tliundei, Tiutli may loll along, 

And Candour justify tlie lage of song 

Such things' such men befoie thee' such an 
age ' 

Where Rancoui, gieat as thine, may glut hei lage. 

And sicken e’en to suifeit , whefe the piide 
Of Satire, pom mg down in fullest tide. 

May spiead wide vengeance round, yet all the while 
Justice behold the mm with a smile , 

Whilst I, Hiy foe misdeem’d, cannot condemn, 

Nor disapprove that rage I wish to stein, 220 

Wilt thou, degenerate and coiiupted, choose 
To soil the credit of thy haughty Muse ’ 

With fallacy, most infamous, to stain 
Her truth, and render all her anger vam ^ 

When I beheld thee, incorrect, but bold, 

A vaiious Comment on the stage unfold , 

When playeis on players befoie thy satire fell, 

And poor Reviews conspired thy wiath to swell , 

When states and statesmen next became thy care. 

And only kings were safe if thou wast there, 230 

Thy every word I weigh’d m judgment’s scale, 

And in thy every word found truth prevail ; 

Why dost thou now to falsehood meanly fly t 
Not even Candour can forgive a lie 

1 « Q » name not known 
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Bad as men are, -why should tliy fi antic ilijmes 235 
Tiaffic m slandei, and invent new cranes ’ — 

Climes which, existing only in thy mind, 

Weak spleen bungs foith to blacken all mankind 
By pleasing hopes we lure the human hcait 
To piactise viitue and impiove in ait , 240 , 

To thwait these ends (nliict, proud of honest fame, 

A noble Muse would choiish and inflame) 

Thy diudge contiivcs, and in oui full caieci 
Sickhes our hopes with the pale hue of fear , 

Tells us that all our labours are 111 vain , 

That what we seek, wc never can obtain , 

That, dead to viitue, lost to Natuio’s plan. 

Envy possesses the wh61e race of man , 

That worth is ciimiiial, and danger lies. 

Danger extieme, in being good and wise. 250 

’Tis a rank falsehood , search the voild aiound, 

There cannot be so vile a monster found. 

Not one so vile, on whom suspicions fall 
Of that gloss guilt which you impute to all 
Approved by those who disobey her laws, 

Viitue from Vice itself extoits applause . 

Her very foes beat witness to her state , 

They will not love her, but they cannot hate 

Hate Viitue for herself' with spite pursue 

Merit for Meiit’s sake ' might this be true, 200 

I would renounce my natuie with disdain. 

And with the beasts that perish graze the plain ; 

Might this be true, — ^had we so far 'fill’d up 
The measure of our enmes, and from the cup 
Of guilt so deeply drank, as not to find, 

Thirsting for sin, one drop, one dreg behind , 

Quick rum 'must involve this flaming ball, 

And Providence in justice crush us all. 
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One man so lost, to nature so untiuc 303 

Fiom whom this general chaige thj lashnoss diew 
On this foundation shalt thou stand or fall — 

PioTe that in one whichi you have chaiged on all 
Reason determines, and it must bo done , 

’Mongst men, or past, 01 present, name me one 
Hogarth, — I take thee, Candour, at thy woid, 

Accept thy proffer’d tcims, and will be lieaid , 310 

Thee have I heaid with viiiilencc dcchum, 

Nothing retain’d of Candour but the name , 

By thee have I been chaiged in angiy stiains 
With that mean falsehood w'hich my soul disdains — 
Hogarth, stand forth , — Nay, hang not thus aloof — 
Now, Candour, now thbu shalt leceive such proof. 

Such damning proof, that henceforth thou shalt fear 
To tax my wrath, and own my conduct clcai , — 
Hogarth, stand foith — I dare thee to bo tiied 
In that great court where Conscience must pieside , 320 
At that most solemn bar hold up thy hand , 

Think before whom, on what account, you stand , 

Speak, but consider w'ell, — fiom first to last 
Review thy life, weigh eveiy action past , 

Nay, you shall have no reason to complain — 

Take longer time, and view them o’er again 
Canst thou lemembei Rom thy earliest youth. 

And as thy God must judge thee, speak the truth, 

A single instance where, self laid aside. 

And Justice taking place of Fear and Pride, 330 

Thou with an equal eye didst Genius view, 

And give to Merit what was Merit’s due 1 
Genius and Merit are a sure offence. 

And thy soul sickens at the name of sense 
Is any one so foolish to succeed 
On Envy’s altar he is doom’d to bleed 
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Hogaith, a guilty pleasuie m his e}es, 

Tile place of executioner supphes^ 

See how he gloats, enjoys. the sacied feast, 

And pioves himself by ciuelty a piiest ? 

Whilst the weak aitist, to thy whims a slave, 
Would buiy ail those poweis which Natuie gaie , 
Would suffer blank concealment to obscuie 
Those lays thy jealousy could not endure , 

To feed thy lanity would lust unknown. 

And to secure thy ciedit, blast his own, 

In Hogaith he was suie to find a fiiend , 

He could not fear, and theiefoie might commend. 
But when his spnit, louscd by honest shame. 

Shook off that lethaigy, and soai’d to fame , 

When, with the piide of man, lesolved and strong, 
He scorn’d those feais which did his honour wioiig. 
And, on himself detei mined to lely. 

Brought foitli his labouis to the public eye, 

No fiiend m thee could such a lebel know , 

He had deseit, and Hogaith was his foe 
Souls of a timoious cast, of petty name 
In Envy’s couit, not yet quite dead to shame, 

May some lemorse, some qualms of conscience feel. 
And siiffei honour to abate then zeal , 

But the man truly and completely gieat. 

Allows no iule of action but his hate , 

Through every bar he biavely bieaks his way, 
Passion his principle, and parts his prey 
Mediums in vice and viitue speak a mind 
Within the pale of temperance confined , 

The daring spirit scorns her nairow schemes. 

And, good or bad, is always m exti ernes 

Man’s practice duly weigh’d, through eveiy age 
On the same plan hath Envy form’d her rage, 
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’Gainst tliose whom foitune hath oui iivals made, sri 
In waj of science, and m way of tiaclc 
Stung with mean jealousy she aims her spite, 

First woiks, then views their nun with delight 
Our Hogaith hcie a giand impiovci shines, 

And nobly on the general jilan icfinos , - 

He like himself o’ci leaps the seivile bound , 

Worth IS his maik, whcievci woith is found 

Should painteis only his vast wiath sidfico 

Genius in eveiy walk is lawful piizc sso 

’Tjs a gross insult to his o’eigiown state , 

fiis love to mciit is to feel liis hate 

When Wilkes, our countryman, oiii coranion fiiciid, 
Arose, his king, Ins cbuntiy to defend , 

When tools of powei he baied to public Mew, 

And fiom their holes the sneaking cowaids dicw , 

When Rancour found it fai beyond her leach 
To soil his honour, and his truth impcacli , 

What could induce thee, at a time and })lacc 
Where manly foes had blush’d to show tlicir face, soo 
To make that effoit which must damn thy name. 

And sink thee deep, deep m thy grave with shame 
Did virtue move thee ^ JSTo , ’twas piide, rank piide, 
And if thou hadst not done it, thou liadst died 
Malice (who, disappointed of her end. 

Whether to woik the bane of foe or fiiend. 

Preys on herself, and, driven to the stake, 

Gives Virtue that revenge she scorns to take) 

Had kill’d thee, tottering on life’s utmost vcige. 

Had Wilkes and Libeity escaped thy scouige. 400 
When that Great Chaiter, which our fatheis bought 
With their best blood, was into question brought , 
When, big with ruin, o’ei each English head 
Vile Slavery hung suspended by a thiead , 
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When Libeity, all trembling and aghast, 405 

Fear’d for the futuie, knowing what was past , 

When eveiy breast wiw chill’d with deep despaii, 

Till Reason pointed out that Pratt^ ivas tlieie , — 
Luiking, most ruf&an-like, behind the scieen, 

So placed all -things to see, himself unseen, 410 

Viitue, with due contempt, saw Hogaith stand. 

The murderous pencil in his palsied hand 
What was the cause of Libeity to him. 

Or what was Honoui let them sink 01 swim, 

So he may giatify, without contiol. 

The mean lesentments of his selfish soul , 

Let Fieedom perish, if, to Fieedom tuie. 

In the same nun Wilkes may pensh too 
With all the symptoms of assuied decay. 

With age and sickness pinch’d and worn away, 420 
Pale quiveiing lips, lank cheeks, and falteiiug tongue, 

The spirits but of tune, the neives unstiung, 

Thy body shrivell’d up, thy dim eyes sunk 
Within then sockets deep, thy weak hams shiunk. 

The body’s weight unable to sustain. 

The stream of life scaice trembling through the \cin, 

Moie than half kill’d by honest truths which fell, 

Thiough thy own fault, from men w'ho •wish’d theo well — 
Canst thou, e en thus, thy thoughts to vengeance gn e, 
And, dead to all things else, to malice live 430 

Hence, dotard, to thy closet , shut thee in , 

By deep repentance wash away thy siii , 

Fiom haunts of men to shame and soriow fly. 

And, on the voige of death, learn how to die ’ 

Vain exhortation > wash the Ethiop white, 

Discharge the leopard’s spots, turn day to night, 

’ Charles Piatt, Earl Camden, Cluef- Justice of the Common 
Pleas, friend^ to IViiles bee Junius* 
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Oontiol the course of Natiuo, bid the deep 
Hush at thy pigmy voice her waves to sleep — 
Perfoim things passing stiange, ypfc oivn thy ait 
Too weak to woik a change in such a heart , 

That Envy, which was woven in the fiaine 
At first, will to the last remain the same . 

Reason may droop, may die , but Envy’s lage 
Improves by time, and gathers strength fiom age 
Some, and not few, vain tiiflcrs witli the pen, 
Unread, unpractised in the ways of men, 

Tell us that Envy, who, with giant stride, 

Stalks through the vale of life by Virtue’s side. 
Retreats when she hath drawn her latest breath, 
And calmly hears hel’ piaises after death 
To such observers Hogarth gives the he , 

Worth may be hearsed, but Envy cannot die , 
Within the mansion of his gloomy breast, 

A mansion suited well to such a guest. 

Immortal, unimpair’d, she rears her head. 

And damns alike the living and the dead. 

Oft have I known thee, Hogarth, weak and vain. 
Thyself the idol of thy awkward stiain, 

Through the dull measure of a summer’s day. 

In phiase most vile, prate long, long hours away, 
Whilst fiiends with fiiends, all gaping sit," and gaze. 
To hear a Hogarth babble Hogarth’s praise 
But if athwart thee Inteiiuption came. 

And mention’d with respect some ancient’s name, 
Some ancient’s name who, m the days of yore, 

The crown of Ait with greatest honour wore. 

How have I seen thy coward cheek turn pale, 

And blank confusion seize thy mangled tale ! 

How hath thy jealousy to madness grown, 

And deem’d his praise injurious to thy own ’ 
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Then without mercy did thy wiath make way, 471 
And aits and artists all became thy piey , 

Then didst thou tiam^le on establish’d Ailes, 

And pioudly levell’d all the ancient schools , 

Condemn’d those woiks, with piaise thiough ages giaced, 
Which you had never seen, or could not taste , 

But would mankind have tiub peifection shown, 

It must be found in labouis of my own 
I dare to challenge, in one single piece, 

The united force of Italv and Greece iso 

Thy eager hand the curtain then undiew, 

And brought the boasted masterpiece to view. 

Spare thy remarks — say not a single woid — 

The picture seen, why is the painter heard 
Gall not up shame and anger in our cheeks , 

Without a comment Sigismunda* speaks 

Pool Sigismunda ^ what a fate is thine * 

Diyden, the gieat high-priest of all the Nine, 

Revived thy name, gave what a Muse could give, 

And in his numbers bade thy memory live , iso 

Gave thee those soft sensations which miglit move 
And warm the coldest anchor ite to love , 

Gave thee that viitue, which i5ould curb desiie. 

Refine and consecrate love’s headstrong fire , 

Gave thee thnse giiefs, which made the Stoic feel. 

And call’d compassion foith from hearts of steel , 

Gave thee that firmness, which our sex may shame. 

And make man bow to woman’s juster claim , 

So that oui teais, which from compassion flow. 

Seem to debase thy dignity of woe 500 

But, oh, how much unlike ' how fallen ! how changed t 
How much from Nature and herself estranged ! 

^ ‘ Sigismunda a detestable miscieation of Hogaitb^s pencil, admired by 
none but lumself 
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How totally deprived of all the powers 503 

To show her feelings, and awaken ouis, 

Doth Sigismunda now devoted stand, 

The helpless victim of a dauber’s hand t 

But why, my Hogarth, such a pi ogress made, 

So raie a pattern foi the sign-post tiade. 

In the full foice and whiiKvind of thy pride, 

Why was heioic painting laid aside ^ sio 

Why IS it not lesumed ^ thy fuends at comt, 

Men all in place and power, ciaie thy support , 

Be giateful then for once, and thiough the field 
Of politics thy epic pencil wield , 

Maintain the cause, which they, good lack ' avow, 

And would maintain 'too, but they know not how 

Through every pannel let thy virtue tell 
How Bute prevail’d, how Pitt and Temple fell , 

How England’s sons (whom they conspued to bless. 
Against our will, with insolent success) 520 

Appiove their fall, and with addiesses lun — 

How got, God knows — ^to hail the Scottish sun , ^ 

Point out our fame m war, when vengeance, huil’d 
Piom the stiong aim of Justice, shook the woild , 

Thine, and thy country’s "honour to inciease, 

Point out the honouis of succeeding peace ; 

Our modeiation, Chiistian-liLe, display. 

Show what we got, and what we gave away , 

In colours, dull and heavy as the tale. 

Let a state-chaos thiough the whole prevail. sso 

But, of events regaidless, whilst the Muse, 

Perhaps with too much heat, her theme puisues , 

Whilst her quick spuits louse at Picedom’s call. 

And every drop of blood is turn’d to gall ; 

1 ‘ The Scottish san ’ The addiesses to the King which followed the paiha- 
mentary approbation of the preliminary ai tides of peace m 17b3, weie obtained 
by means equally dishonourable and coiuipt 
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Whilst a dear countiy, and an injmed fiiend, 535 

Uige my strong anger to the bitteiest end , 

Whilst honest tiophnJs te Revenge aie laised, 

Let not one leal vutue pass unpiaisod , 

Justice with equal course bids Satiie flow, 

And loves the vntue of her greatest foe 510 

Oh> that I here could that laie vntue mean, 

Which scorns the lule of envy, pride, and spleen. 

Which spiings not fiom the laboui’d woiks of ait. 

But hath its rise from kfatuie in the hcait , 

Which in itself with happiness is ciown d, 

And spieads with joy the blessing all aiound ' 

But tiuth foibids, and 111 these simple laj s. 

Contented with a dilfeient kind of piaise, 

Must Hogaith stand, that piaise which Genius gives, 

In which to latest time the aitist hves, 550 

But not the man , which, lightly understood, 

May make us gieat, but cannot make us good 
That praise be Hogarth’s , fieely let him wear 
The wreath which Genius wove, and planted theie 
Foe as I am, should Envy teai it dowm, 

Myself would labour to replace the ciown 
In walks of humour, in that cast of style. 

Which, piobing to the qmck, yet makes us smile , 

In comedy, ms natural road to fame, — 

Mor let me call it by a meaner name, 560 

Wheie a beginning, middle, and an end. 

Are aptly join’d, wheie paits on parts depend. 

Each made for each, as bodies for their soul. 

So as to form one tiue and perfect whole , 

Where a plain story to the eye is told. 

Which we conceive the moment we behold,— 

Hogarth unrivall’d stands, and shall engage 
UnrivaU’d praise to the most distant age. 

a 
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How couldst thou, then, to shame perversely run, 509 
And tread thatj-path which hTatiue bade thee shun 
Why did ambition overleap her riues. 

And thy vast parts become the sport of fools '<■ 

By different methods different men excel , 

But where is he who can do all things well 
Humour thy province, foi some monstious crime 
Piide stiuch thee with the fienzy of sublime , 

But, when the work was finish’d, could thy mind 
So paitial bo, and to heiself so blind, 

What with contempt all view’d, to view with awe. 

Nor see those faults which every blockhead saw ^ sso 
Blush, thou vain manj and if desire of fame. 

Founded on real art, thy thoughts inflame, 

To quick destruction Sigismunda give, 

And let her memory die, that thine may live 
But should fond Candour, for her mercy sake. 

With pity view, and pardon this mistake , 

Or should Oblivion, to thy wish most kind. 

Wipe off that stain, nor leave one tiacc behind. 

Of arts despised, of artists, by thy ft own 

Awed from just hopes, ofnising worth kept down, 590 

Of all thy meanness through this mortal race, 

Canst thou the living memory erase '*■ 

Or shall not vengeance follow to the giave. 

And give back just that measure which you gave ^ 

With so much merit, and so much success. 

With so much power to curse, so much to bless. 

Would he have been man’s friend, instead of foe, 
Hogaith had been a little god below 
Why, then, like savage giants, famed of old. 

Of whomcin Sciiptuie story we are told, 600 

Dost thou in cruelty that strength employ. 

Which Nature meant to save, not to destroy 
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Wliy dost thou, all m horiid pomp auay’d, 603 

Sit grinmng o’er the ruins thou hast ma(^e ^ 

Most rank ill-nature must applaud thy art, 

But even Candour must condemn thy heait 
For me, who, warm and zealous foi my fiiend. 

In spite of railing thousands,^will commend , 

And no less warm and zealous ’gainst my foes, 

Spite of commending thousands, ■will oppose, eio 

I dale thy woist, with scorn behold thy rage. 

But with an eye of pity view thy age , 

Thy feeble age, in which, as m a glass. 

We see how men to dissolution pass 

Thou wretched being, whom, on Reason’s plan, 

So changed, so lost, I cannot call a man, 

What could peisuade thee, at this time of life, 

To launch afresh into the sea of strife 
Better for thee, scarce crawling on the eaith. 

Almost as much a child as at thy birth, eso 

To have resign’d in peace thy parting bieath. 

And sunk unnoticed in the arms of Death 
Why would thy giay, giay hau’s resentment brave, 

Thus to go down with sorrow ^to the giave 
Now, by my soul > it makes me blush to know, 

My spirit could descend to such a foe 
Whatever cause the vengeance might provoke, 

It seems rank cowardice to give the stroke 
Sure ’tis a curse 'W'hich angiy fates impose, 

To mortify man’s arrogance, that those eso 

Who ’re fashion’d of some better sort of clay. 

Much sooner than the common herd decay 
What bitter pangs must humbled Genius feel, 

In their last hours to view a Swift and Steele ! 

How must ill-boding horrors fill her breast, 

When she beholds men mark’d above the rest 
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For qualities most dear, plunged from tliat lieiglit, ear 
And sunk, deep sunk, in second childhood’s night I 
Are men, indeed, such things and are the best 
More subject to this evil than the rest. 

To drivel out whole years of idiot breath. 

And sit the monuments of Jiving death ? 

Oh, galhng circumstance to human piide f 
Abasing thought, but not to be denied i 
With curious ait the brain, too finely wrought, 

Pieys on heiself, and is destroy’d by thought 
Constant attention wears the active mind. 

Blots out her powers, and leaves a blank behind 
But let not youth, to„insolence allied. 

In heat of blood, in full career of pride, eso 

Possess’d of genius, with unhallow’d rage 
Mock the infirmities of reverend age 
The greatest genius to this fate may bow ; 

Reynolds, in time, may be hke Hogarth now 


THE DUELLIST 1 

IN THEBE BOOKS. 

Book I. 

The clock struck twelve , o’er half the globe 
Darkness had spread her pitchy lobe 
Morpheus, his feet with velvet shod, 

Treading as if in fear he trod, 

’ ‘ The DueEist ’ the Not ft Bntoti had fleicely assailed Mi Maitm, M P 
for Camelfoid, who, ou the first day of the next session of Parliament, com- 
plained of it'i Ml Wilkes owned himself the author, and the result was a duel 
in Hyde Paik, in which Wilkes was severely wounded He always owned 
that Martin acted honouiably in the lencontie, but not so thought Churchill 
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Gentle as dews at even-tide, 

DistiU’d his poppies far and wide 
Ambition, who, wh5n watmg, di earns 
Of mighty, but fantastic schemes. 

Who, when asleep, ne’er knows that rest 
With which the humbler soul,is blest, 

Was building castles in the air, 

Goodly to look upon, and fair. 

But on a bad foundation laid, 

Doom’d at return of morn to fade 
Pale Study, by the tapei’s light. 

Wearing away the watch of night, 

Sat leading , but, with o’ercharged,head, 
Remember’d nothing that he read 
Starving ’midst plenty, with a face 
Which might the court of Famine grace, 
Ragged, and filthy to behold. 

Gray Avarice nodded o’er his gold 
Jealousy, his quick eye half-closed, 

With watchings worn, reluctant dozed ; 

And, mean Distrust not quite forgot, 
Slumbei’d as if he slumber’d pot 

Stretch’d at his length on the bare giound. 
His hardy offspring sleeping lound, 

Snored lestless Labour , by his side 
Lay Health, a coaise but comely biide 
Virtue, without the doctoi’s aid, 

In the soft arms of Sleep was laid , 

Whilst Vice, within the guilty bieast, 

Could not be physic’d into lest 

Thou bloody man t whose ruffian knife 
Is drawn against thy neighbour’s hfe, 

And never scruples to descend 
Into the bosom of a friend ; 
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A firm, fast friend, by vice allied. 

And to tby secret service tied. 

In whom ten murders breed no av?e, 

If properly secured from law 
Thou man of lust > whom passion fires 
To foulest deeds, whose hot desires 
O’er honest bars with ease make way, 

Whilst idiot beauty falls a prey, 

And to indulge thy brutal flame 
A Lucrece must be brought to shame , 

Who dost, a brave, bold sinner, bear 
Rank incest to the open air. 

And rapes, full blown upon thy crown, 

Enough to weigh a nation down • 

Thou simular of lust ' vain man. 

Whose restless thoughts still form the plan 
Of guilt, which, withei’d to the root. 

Thy hfeless nerves can’t execute. 

Whilst in thy marrowless, dry bones 
Desire without enjoyment groans . 

Thou peijured wretch > whom falsehood clothes 
E’en hke a garment , who with oaths 
Dost trifle, as with brokers, meant 
To serve thy every vile intent. 

In the day’s broad and searching eye 
Making God witness to a lie. 

Blaspheming heaven and earth for pelf. 

And hanging friends ^ to save thyself 
Thou son of Chance ' whose glorious soul 
On the four aces doom’d to roll. 

Was never yet with Honour caught, 

For on poor Virtue lost one thought , 

Who dost thy wife, thy children set. 

Thy aU, upon a single bet. 
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Risking, the desperate stake to tij, 73 

Heie and hereaftei on a die , 

Who, thy own private foitiine lost, 

Dost game on at thy country’s cost, 

And, giown expert in sharping rules, 

First fool’d thyself, now piey’st on fools 

Thou noble gamester t whosh high place 

Gires too much credit to disgiace , so 

Who, with the motion of a die. 

Dost make a mighty island fly — 

The sums, I mean, of good Piench gold 
For which a mighty island sold , 

Who dost betiay intelligence. 

Abuse the dearest confidence, 

And, private foitune to cieate. 

Most falsely play the game of state , 

Who dost within the Alley spoit 

Sums whibh might beggar a whole court, 90 

And make us bankiupts all, if Care, 

With good Earl Talbot,^ was not theie 
Thou daring infidel ! whom piide 
And sin have drawn fiom Reason’s side , 

Who, fearing his avengeful Jod, 

Dost wish not to believe a God , 

Whose hop’e is founded on a plan 
Which should distinct the soul of man. 

And make him cuise his abject biith. 

Whose hope is, once return’d to eaith, 100 

There to he down, for woims a feast, 

To rot and peiish like a beast ; 

Who dost, of punishment afraid. 

And by thy ciimes a coward made, 

1 ‘ Earl Talbot ’ Lord Stewaid of the King’s Household from 17G1 to 1782, 
an economical Reformer 
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To every generous soul a curse 
Than Hell and all her torments worse, 
When crawling 1o thy latter end, 

Call on Destruction as a friend. 

Choosing to crumble into dust 
Rather than use, though rise you must 
Thou hypocrite ’ who dost profane. 

And take the pati lot’s name in vain , 
Then most thy country’s foe, when most 
Of love and loyalty you boast , 

Who, for the love of filthy gold. 

Thy friend, thy king, thy God hast sold, 
And, mocking the just claim of Hell, 
Were bidders found, tfiyself wouldst sell 
Ye villains t of whatever name, 
Whatever rank, to whom the claim 
Of Hell IS certain, on whose lids 
That worm, which never dies, forbids 
Sweet sleep to fall, come, and behold, 
Whilst envy makes your blood run cold, 
Behold, by pitiless Conscience led, 

So Justice wiUs, that holy bed 
Where Peace her full dominion keeps. 
And Innocence with Holland sleeps. 

Bid Terror, posting on the wind. 
Affray the spirits of mankind , 

Bid Earthquakes, heaving for a vent. 
Rive their concealing continent. 

And, forcing an untimely buth 
Through the vast bowels of the earth. 
Endeavour, in her monstrous womb. 

At once all Nature to entomb ; 

Bid aU that’s horrible and dire. 

All that man hates and fears, conspire 
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To make night hideous as they can, 139 

Still IS thy sleep, thou vutuous man ' 

Puie as the thoughts whigh m thy breast 
Inhabit, and insure thy rest , 

Still shall thy Ayliffe, taught, though late, 

Thy fiiendly justice in his fate, 

Turn’d to a guardian angel, spread 
Sweet dreams of comfort round thy head 
Daik was the night, by Pate decieed 
Por the contrivance of a deed 
More black than common, which might make 
This land fiom her foundations shake, iso 

Might teal up Pieedom by the root. 

Destroy a Wilkes, and fix a Bute 
Deep Horror held her wide domain , 

The sky in sullen drops of ram 
Porewept the mom, and through the air. 

Which, opening, laid its bosom baie. 

Loud thundeis loll’d, and lightning sti earn’d , 

The owl at Pieedom’s window scream’d. 

The scieech-owl, prophet dire, whose breath 

Brings sickness, and whose note is death , leo 

The chuichyard teem’d, and :^om the tomb. 

All sad and silent, through the gloom 
The ghosts of men, in former times. 

Whose public viitues weie their crimes. 

Indignant stalk’d ; sonow and rage 
Blank’d their pale cheeks , in his own age 
The prop of Preedom, Hampden theie 
Pelt after death the generous care ; 

Sidney by giief fiom heaven was kept. 

And for his biother patriot wept. i 70 

AH friends of Liberty, when Pate 
Prepared to shorten Wilkes’s date, 
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Heaved, deeply hurt, the heaitfelt groan, irs 

And knew that wound to be their own 

Had, Libeity t a glorious word,- 
In other countries scarcely heard. 

Or heard but as a thing of course, 

Without, or eneigy, or force 

Here felt, enjoy’d, adoied, she spnngs. 

Far, far beyond the reach of kings, iso 

Fresh blooming fiom our mother Earth : 

With pride and joy she owns her biith 
Derived from us, and in return 
Bids in our breasts her genius burn ; 

Bids us with all those blessings live 
Which Liberty alone can give. 

Or nobly with that spirit die 
Which makes death more than victory. 

Had, those old patriots > on whose tongue 
Persuasion in the senate hung, iso 

Whilst they the sacred cause maintain’d 
Had, those old chiefs > to honour train’d. 

Who spread, when other methods fad’d, 

War’s bloody banner, and preyad’d 
Shall men like these unmention’d sleep 
Piomiscuous with the common heap. 

And (Giatitude forbid the crime 
Be earned down the stream of time 
In shoals, unnoticed and forgot. 

On Lethe’s stieam, hke flags, to rot 200 

No — they shall live, and each fair name, 

Recorded in the book of Fame, 

Founded on Honour’s basis, fast 
As the lound earth to ages last. 

Some virtues vanish with our breath , 

Virtue like this lives after death 
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Old Time himself, his scythe thrown by, 
Himself lost in eternity. 

An eveilasting crown shg,ll twine 
To make a Wilkes and Sidney join. 

But should some slaye-got rillam dare 
Chains for his country to prepare, 

And, by his buth to slareiy broke. 

Make hei, too, feel the galhng yoke. 

May he be ereimore acciiised. 

Amongst bad men be rank’d the worst ; 
May he be still himself, and still 
Go on in Tice, and perfect lU , 

May his broad ciimes each day inciease. 
Till he can’t live, noi die m peace ; 

May he be plunged so deep m shame, 

That Satan mayn’t enduie his name. 

And hear, scarce crawhng on the earth. 

His childien curse him for their birth , 

May Liberty, beyond the giave, 

Oidain him to be still a slave. 

Grant him what here he most requiies. 
And damn him with his own desires ! 

But should some villain, m suppoit 
And zeal for a despainng court, 

Placing in craft his confidence. 

And making honour a pretence 
To do a deed of deepest shame. 

Whilst filthy lucie is his aim , 

Should such a m retch, with sword or knife, 
Contrive to piactise ’gainst the life 
Of one who, honour’d through the land. 
For Freedom made a glorious stand , 
Whose chief, peihaps his only cnme, 

Is (if plain Truth at such a time 



108 


chubchill’s potms. 


May dare her sentiments to tell) 

That he his country loves too -well : 

May he — but -words are all too -weak 
The feelings of my heart to speak — 

May he — oh for a noble curse. 

Winch might his very marrow pieice ^ — 
The general contempt engage, 

And be the Mai tin of his age ! 

Book IL 

Deep in the bosom of a -wood, 

Out of the road, a Temple ^ stood ' 

Ancient, and much the worse for wear. 

It call’d aloud for quick repair, 

And, totteiing from side to side, 

Menaced destruction far and wide ; 

Nor able seem’d, unless made stronger, 

To hold out foul or five years longer 
Four hundred pillars, from the ground 
Rising in order, most unsound, 

Some rotten to the heart, siloof 
Seem’d to support the tottering roof, 

But, to inspection nearer laid, 

Instead of giving, wanted aid. 

The structure, rare and curious, made 
By men most famous m their trade, 

A work of yeais, admixed by all. 

Was sufiei’d into dust to fall , 

Or, just to make it hang together. 

And keep off the effects of weather, 

Was patch’d and patch’d fiom time to time 
By wretches, whom it were a crime, 

1 ‘ Temple ’ the British Constitution 
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A Clime, whicli Art ■would tieason hold 23 

To mention -with, those names of old 

Builders, "who had»the,pile survey’d, 

And those not Plitcrofts^ m then.’ trade. 

Doubted (the wise hand m a doubt 
Merely, sometimes, to hand hei out) 

Whether (like chm'ches in a brief, ^ 

Taught wisely to obtain lehef ‘lo 

Through Chancery, who gives hei fees 
To this and other chanties) 

It must not, in all parts unsound. 

Be lipp’d, and pull’d do'wn to the ground ; 

Whethei (though after ages ne’er 
Shall raise a building to compaie) 

Art, if they should their art employ, 

Meant to pieseive, might not destioy , 

As human bodies, worn away, 

Batter’d and hasting to decay, 40 

Bidding the po'wer of Art despair. 

Cannot those very medicines bear. 

Which, and which only, can restore. 

And make them healthy as before 

To Libeity, whose gracious smile 
Shed peace and plenty o’er the isle. 

Our grateful ancestors, her plain 
But faithful children, raised this fane 

Full in the fiont, stretch’d out m length, 

Where Nature put forth all her stiength 50 

In spring eternal, lay a plain 

M^heie our brave fathers used to tram 

Their sons to arms, to teach the art 

Of war, and steel the infant heart 

1 ‘ Fhtcrofts ’ Henry Flitcrofl, an architect of some eminence — * Bi ler ’ 
alluding to the piactice of ohtammg contributions for the repair of churches, 
&c , by reading briefs in church 
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Labour, their hardy nurse, when young, 

Their joints had knit, their nerves had strung ; 
Abstinence, foe declared to Death? 

Had, fiom the time they first diew breath, 

The best of doctors, with plain food, 

Kept pure the channel of their blood , 

Health in their cheeks bade coloui rise, 

And Glory sparkled in their eyes 
The instruments of husbandly, 

As in contempt, weie all thrown by. 

And, flatteimg a manly piide, 

■War’s keener tools their place supplied 
Their arrows to the Ijead they drew ; 

Swift to the points then javelins flew , 

They grasp’d the sword, they shook the spear , 
Their fathers felt a pleasing fear , 

And even Courage, standing by. 

Scarcely beheld with steady eye 
Each stripling, lesson’d by his sire. 

Knew when to close, when to retiie. 

When near at hand, when from afar 
To fight, and was himself a war 

Their wives, their motheis, all around. 
Careless of order, on the ground 
Breathed forth to Heaven the pious vow. 

And for a sou’s or husband’s brow, 

With eager fingers, laurel wove , 

Laurel, which in the sacied grove. 

Planted by Libeity, they find. 

The blows of conquerors to bind, 

To give them piide and spirit, fit 
To make a world in arms submit 
What faptuies did the bosom fire 
Of the young, rugged, peasant sire. 
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"Wlien, fiom the toil of mimic fight, 89 

Returning with leturn of night, 

He saw his babe resiga tl\p breast, 

And, smiling, stroke those arms m jest, 

With which hereafter he shall make 
The proudest heait m Gallia guake t 
Gods t with what joy, what honest piide, 

Did each fond, wishing lustic biide 
Behold hei manly swam letum t 
How did her love-sick bosom burn, 

Though on parades he was not bred. 

Nor wore the livery of led, loo 

When, Pleasure heightening all hei, charms, 

She stiam’d hei warrior in her aims. 

And begg’d, whilst love and glory file, 

A son, a son just like his sire ^ 

Such weie the men in former times, 

Eie luxury liad made our crimes 
Our bitter punishment, who bore 
Their terrois to a foreign shore 
Such were the men, who, fiiee from dread, 

By Edwards and by Henries led, no 

Spiead, like a torrent swell’d with rams. 

O’er haughty Gallia’s trembling plains : 

Such weie the men, when lust of power, 

To w'ork him woe, in evil hour 
Debauch’d the tyiant fiom those ways 
On which a king should found his piaise , 

When stein Oppiession, hand in hand 
With Pnde, stalk’d proudly through the land , 

When weeping Justice was misled 
From her fair course, and Meicy dead 
Such were the men, in virtue strong. 

Who dared not see their country’s wrong, 
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Who left the mattock and the spade, 123 

And, in the robes of War array’d, 

In their rougli arms, departing, teok 

Their helpless babes, and with a look 

Stem and determined, swore to see 

Those babes no more, or see them free 

Such were the men whom tyrant Pride 

Could never fasten to his side iso 

By threats or babes, who, freemen born, 

Chains, though of gold, beheld with scoin ; 

Who, free fiom every servile awe. 

Could never be divorced fiom Law, 

Piom that broad geneial law, which Sense 
Made for the general defence , 

Could never yield to paitial ties 
Which fiom dependant stations use : 

Could never be to slaveiy led, 

For Property was at their head i40 

Such were the men, in days of yore. 

Who, call’d by Liberty, before 
Her temple on the sacred gieen, 

In martial pastimes oft were seen — 

Now seen no longer — ^in "their stead. 

To laziness and vermin bred, 

A race who, strangers to the cause 
Of Freedom, live by other laws, 

On other motives fight, a prey 

To interest, and slaves for pay. 150 

Valour — ^how glorious, on a plan 
Of honour founded > — leads their van ; 

Discretion, free from taint of fear, 

Cool, but resolved, brings up their rear — 

Discretion, Valour’s better half, 

Dependence holds the general’s staff. 
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lu plain and Iiome-spun garb anaj’d, 

Not foi lain show, but seivice made, 

In a gieen fiouiisliin^ old age, 

Not damn’d yet with an equipage. 

In lules of Poiteiage untaught. 

Simplicity, not iioitli a groat, 

Poi yeais had kept the Temple-door ; 

Full on his bieast a glass he woie, 

Thiough ishich his bosom open lay 
To every one who pass’d that way 
Now turn’d adiifc, with humbler face, 

But prouder heait, his vacant place 
Coriuption fills, and beais the key-*, 

No entrance now without a fee 

With belly lound, and full fat face, 

’Which on the house reflected giace. 

Full of good fare, and honest glee. 

The stewaid Hospitality, 

Old Welcome smiling by his side, 

A good old servant, often tried. 

And faithful found, who kept in view 
His lady’s fame and inteiest Joti, 

Who made each heart with joy lebound. 

Yet never lap hei state aground. 

Was turn’d oflF, oi (which woid I find 
Is moie in modem use) resign’d^ 

Half-starved, half-starving otheis, hied 
In beggary, with cainon fed. 

Detested, and detesting all, 

Made up of avarice and gall, 

1 ‘ Eesigii’cl ’ the Buies of Newcastle and I)evon<»hire, Juoid 
who resigned then offices in 17C3 Their sttcce''Sors preteniidS 
hut It was a meie pretence 

H 
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Temple, S.c 
to economy, 
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Boasting great thiift, yet wasting more ^87 

Than ever steward did befoie, 

Succeeded one, who, to engage 
The piaise of an exhausted age, 

Assumed a name of high degree. 

And call’d himself Economy 
Within the Temple, full in sight, 

Wheie, without ceasing, day and night 
The woikmen toiled , where Labour bared 
His biawny am , where Art prepared. 

In regular and even rows, 

Her types, a piintiug-press arose ; 

Each woikman knew his task, and each 
Was honest and expert as Leach ^ 200 

Hence Learning struck a deeper loot, 

And Science bi ought foith riper fimt , 

Hence Loyalty leceived support, 

Even when banish’d fiom the couit , 

Hence Government gain’d stiength, and hence 
Religion sought and found defence , 

Hence England’s fairest fame arose. 

And Liberty subdued her^foes 
On a low, simple, turf-made throne. 

Raised by Allegiance, scarcely known 210 

From her attendants, glad to be 

Pattern of that equality 

She wish’d to all, so far as could 

Safely consist with social good, 

The goddess sat , aiound her head 
A cheeiful radiance Glory spread 


^ ‘ Leach Dryden Leach, an expert and tasteful printer m Crane Couit, 
Fleet Street, was unjustly imprisoned on account of Wilkes 
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Courage, a youth of royal lace, 

Lovelily stein, possess’d a place 
On her left hand, and on hei light 
Sat Honour, clothed with robes of light , 
Before hei Magna Charta lay, 

Which some gieat lawyer, of his day 
The Pratt, ^ was officed to explain. 

And make the basis of her reign • 

Peace, ci own’d with olive, to her breast 
Two smiling tv in-boi n infants press’d , 

At her feet, couching, War vas laid. 

And with a bundled lion play’d 
Justice and Meicy, hand in hand, 

Joint guaidians of the happy land, 
Togethei held then mighty charge, 

And Tiuth walk’d all about at laige , 
Health foi the loyal tioop the feast 
Prepared, and Viitue was high-piiest 
Such was the fame oui Goddess boie 
Her Temple such, in days of yore 
What changes ruthless Time presents ’ 
Behold hei min’d battlements. 

Her walls decay’d, her nodding spues. 
Her altars bioke, her dying fires, 

Her name despised, her piiests dcstioy’d. 
Her friends disgraced, hei foes employ’d. 
Herself (by ministerial aits 
Deprived e’en of the people’s hearts. 
Whilst they, to work her suiei woe. 

Feign hei to Monarchy a foe) 

Exiled by gnef, self-doom’d to dwell 
With some poor hermit in a cell , 


^ ‘Piatt ’ JLoulCamdea 
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Or, that retuement tedious grown, 249 

If she walls fpith, she walks unknown. 

Hooted, and pointed at with scorn. 

As one in some stiange country hoin 

Behold a lude and ruffian race, 

A hand of spoilers, seize her place , 

With looks which might tlie heait disseat. 

And make life sound a quick letreat ' 

To rapine fiom the cradle bied, 

A staunch old blood-hound at then head. 

Who, flee fiom viitue and from awe, 

Knew none but the bad part of law, aso 

They loyed at laige ; each on his breast 
Mark’d with a greyhound stood confess’d 
Contiolment waited on their nod, 

High-wielding Peisecution’s rod , 

Confusion follow’d at their heels. 

And a cast statesman held the seals , ^ 

Those seals, for which he dear shall pay, 

When awful Justice takes her day 

The printers saw — they saw and fled — 

Science, declining, hung her head 2:0 

Pioperty in despair appear’d, 

And for herself destruction feai’d , 

Whilst undeifoot the lude slaves trod 
The woiks of men, and word of God , 

Whilst, close behind, on mau) a book, 

In which he never deigns to look, 

Which he did not, nay, could not read, 

A bold, bad man (by power decreed 

1 ‘ Seals ’ The geneial warrant foi the apprehension of Wilkes was signed 
by the Bail? of Egiemont and Ilahfax, joint seoretaiies of state for the home 

department 
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For that bad end, who m the daik 
Scorn’d to do mischief) set his maik 
In the full day, the maik of Hell, 

And on the Gospel stamp’d an L 
Liheity fled, her friends withdrew — 

Her friends, a“faithful, chosen few , 

Honour in giief thiew up , and Shame, 
Clothing heiself with Honom’s name. 
Usurp’d his station , on the throne 
Which Libeity once call’d her own, 

(Gods ' that such mighty ills should spiing 
Under so gieat, so good a king. 

So loved, so loving, through the art^ 

Of statesmen, ciiised with wicked hearts ’) 
For every darker purpose fit. 

Behold in tiiuraph State-craft sit * 


Book III. 

Ah me ’ what mighty perils wait 
The man who meddles with a state. 
Whether to stiengthen, or oppose ' 
False are his friends, and fiim his foes 
How must his soul, once ventured in, 
Plunge blindly on from sin to sin i 
What toils he suffers, what disgiace, 

To get, and then to keep, a place > 
How often, whether wiong or light. 
Must he m jest or earnest fight, 
Risking for those both life and limb 
Who would not risk one gioat for him ' 
TJndei the Temple lay a Cave, 

Made by some guilty, coward slave, 
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Whose actions fear’d rebuke a maze is 

Of intricate and winding ways, 

Not to be found without a clue ; - 
One passage only, known to few, 

In paths direct led to a cell, 

Wheie Fiaud in secret loved to dwell, 20 

With all her tools and slaves about her. 

Nor fear’d lest Honesty should rout her 
In a daik cornei, shunning sight 
Of man, and shrinking fiom the light, 

One dull, dim tapei thiongh the cell 
Glimmeiing, to make more horrible 
The face of daikness^ she prepares, 

Woiking unseen, all kinds of snares. 

With curious, but destructive ait 

Here, thiough the eye to catch the heart, 30 

Gay stais their tinsel beams afifoid, 

Neat artifice to trap a lord ; 

There, fit for all whom Folly bred, 

Wave plumes of feathers for the head ; 

Garters the hag contnves to make. 

Which, as it seems, a babe might break, 

But which ambitious madmen feel 
Moie firm and suie than chains of steel. 

Which, slipp’d just underneath the knee. 

Forbid a freeman to be free 40 

Purses she knew, (did ever curse 
Tiavel moie sure than in a purse 
Which, by some strange and magic bands. 

Enslave the soul, and tie the hands. 

Here Flattery, eldest-born of Guile, 

Weaves with rare skill the silken smile. 

The courfly cringe, the supple bow. 

The private squeeze, the levee vow. 
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With winch — ^no strange or lecent case — 49 

Fools in, deceire fools out of place 

Coiiupnon, (who, jn foimei times, 

Thiough fear or shame conceal’d hei ciimes, 

And what she did, contiiTed to do it 
So that the public might not view it) 

Piesumptiious groun, unfit was held 
For their daik councils, and expell’d. 

Since in the day her business might 
Be done as safe as in the night 

Her eye down-bending to the ground, 

Planning some daih and deadly wound, eo 

Holding a dagger, on which stood, 

All flesh and leeking, drops of blood, 

Beaiing a lantern, which of yoie, 

By Tieason bon ow’d, Guy Faukes boie, 

By -svhich, since they improved in trade, 

Excisemen ’have their lanterns made. 

Assassination, her whole mind 
Blood-thirstmg, on her arm leclined ; 

Death, grinning, at her elbow stood. 

And held foith instruments of blood, — ro 

Yile instiuments, which cowards choose. 

But men of honour dare not use ; 

Aiound, his "Lordship and his Grace, 

Both quahfied for such a place, 

With many a Forbes, and many a Dun,^ 

Each a resolved, and pious son. 

Wait hei high bidding , each piepared, 

As she around her oiders shared, 

Proof ’gainst lemorse, to run, to fly. 

And bid the destined victim die, so 

* ‘ Ewbes and Bun ’ two Scotclimen, one of whom chalicnged Wilto, and 
the otiier tried to afasassniaie him Dun was insane 
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Posting on V illany’s black wing, 

Whether he patiiot is, oi king 
Oppression, willing to' appear. 

An object of our love, not fear. 

Or, at the most, a reverend awe 
To bleed, usuip’d the gaib of Law' 

A book she held, on w'hich her eyes 
Weie deeply fix’d, whence seem’d to use 
Joy in hei breast , a book, of might 
Most wondeiful, which black to white 
Could tuin, and without help of laws. 

Could make the worse the better cause. 

She read, by flatteiing hopes deceived , 

She wish’d, and what she wish’d, believed. 

To make that book for e\er stand 
The rule of wrong through all the land , 

On the back, fair and woithy note. 

At laige was Magna Charta wiote , 

But turn your eye within, and read, 

A bittei lesson, Noi ton’s Cieed. 

Ready, e’en with a look, to lun. 

Fast as the couisers of the sun, 

^ To woiry Viitue, at her hand 
Two half-starved gieyhounds took then stand 
A curious model, cut in wood. 

Of a most ancient castle stood 

Full in her view ; the gates were bail’d, 

And soldiers on the watch kept guard , 

In the fiont, openly, in black 

Was wrote. The Tower but on the back, 

Mark’d with a secretai/s seal, 

In bloody letteis. The Bastile 

^ ‘ The Bastile ’ Wilkes ^as six days in the Tower 
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Alound a table, fuUj bent 123 

On mischief of most black intent, 

Deeply determined that their leign 
Might longer last, to woiL the bane 
Of one firm patriot, -whose heait, tied 
To Honour, aH their po-wer defied. 

And bi ought those actions into light 

They wish’d to hare conceal’d in niglit, 110 

Begot, born, bied to infamy, 

A privy-council sat of thiee * 

Great were their names, of high repute 
And favour thiough the land of Bute 

The fiibt^ (entitled to the place 
Of Honour both by gown and giace. 

Who never let occasion slip 
To take iiglit-hand of fellowship, 

And was so proud, that should he meet 

The twelve apostles in the stieet, 130 

He’d turn his nose up at them all, 

And shove his Saviour fiom the wall ! 

Who was so mean (Meanness and Pride 
Still go together side by side) 

That he would cringe, and creep, be ci\ il, 

And hold a stiiiup for the Devil , 

If in a journey to his mind. 

He ’d let him mount and ride behind ; 

Who basely fa-nn’d through all his life, 

Poi patrons fiist, then for a wife 140 

Wiote Dedications which must make 
The heart of every Christian quake , 

Made one man equal to, or more 
Than God, then left him, as befoie 

1 ‘ Fust ’ the great AVilham IVarbmton, ulio rose paitlj tliiongh ins m.u- 

nage with the mece of the iich. Ralph Alica 
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Ills God he left, and, diawn by pride. 

Shifted about to t’ other side) 

Was by his sire a parson made, 

Merely to give the boy a tiade ; 

But he himself was thereto diawn 
By some faint omens of the lawn, 

And on the truly Christian plan 
To make himself a gentleman, — 

A title in which Form array’d him, 

Though Fate ne’er thought on ’t when she made him 
The oaths he took, ’tis very true, 

But took them as all wise men do. 

With an intent, if tlnngs should turn, 

Rather to temporise, than burn ; 

Gospel and loyalty were made 
To serve the purposes of trade ; 

Religions are but paper ties, 

Which bind the fool, but which the wise. 

Such idle notions far above, 

Draw on and olf, just like a glove , 

All gods, all kings (let his great aim 
Be answer’d) were to him the same 
A curate first, he read '"and lead, 

And laid in, whilst he should hai e fed 
The souls of his neglected flock. 

Of leading such a mighty stock, 3 

That he o’ercharged the weary brain 
With more than she could well contain , 

More than she was with spirits fraught 
To turn and methodise to thought, 

And which, like ill-digested food. 

To humours turn’d, and not to blood. 

Brought up to London, fiom the plough 
And pulpit, how to nihke a bow 
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He tiled to learn , he giev polite, 179 

And was the poet’s parasite 

With wits conyeisiiig, (and wits then 

IfVere to be found ’moiigab noblemen) 

He caught, or would have caught, the flame 
And would bo nothing, or the same 
He diank with diunkaids, lived with sinnei’s 
Heided with inhdels for dinneis , 

With such an emphasis and grace 
Blasphemed, that PotteH kept not pace 
He, in the highest reigu of noon, 

Bawled bawdy songs to a psalm tune , iso 

Lived with men infamous and vile. 

Truck’d his salvation for a smile , 

To catch then humour caught their plan. 

And laugh’d at God to laugh with man , 

Piaised them, when living, in each bieath. 

And damn’d their memories after death 
To piove his faith, which all admit 
Is at least equal to his wit. 

And make himself a man of note. 

He in defence of Sciiptnre wrote • 200 

So long he wiote, and long about it. 

That e’en believers ’gan to doubt it 
He wrote, toa, of the inwaid light. 

Though no one knew how he came by ’t, 

And of that influencing grace 
Which m his life ne’er found a place * 

He wrote, too, of the Holy Ghost, 

Of whom no more than doth a post 
He knew , nor, should an angel show him. 

Would he, or know, or choose to know him.. 210 

1 ‘ Potter ’ mentioned above He was snspeoted by Warbnfton of being 
the author of the infamous notes to Wilkes’s infamous ' Esiay on floaun ’ 
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Next (for he knew ’twixt every science 211 

There was a natural alliance) 

He wrote, to advance his Maker’s nraise, 

Comments’- on rhymes, and notes on plays. 

And with an all-sufficient air 
Placed himself in the critic’s chair , 

Usurp’d o’ei Reason full dominion. 

And govern’d meiely by Opinion 

At length dethioned, and kept m awe 

By one plain simple man of law,^ 220 

He arm’d dead friends, to vengeance true, 

To abuse the man they never knew 

Examine strictly all mankind, 

Most characters are mix’d, we find , 

And Vice and Virtue take their turn 
In the same bieast to beat and burn 
Our priest was an exception here. 

Nor did one spark of grace appear. 

Not one dull, dim spark in his soul , 

Vice, glonous Vice, possess’d the whole, 230 

And, in her seivice truly warm, 

He was m sin most unifoim 

Injurious Satire ' own C 5 t least 
One snivelling virtue in the priest. 

One snivelling viitue, which is placed. 

They say, in or about the waist, 

Call’d Chastity , the prudish dame 
Knows it at large by Virtue’s name. 

To this his wife (and in these days 

Wives seldom without reason praise) 240 

1 ‘ Comments ’ lefernng to tbe notes to ‘ The Dmioiad,’ and on Sliakspeare 
— 3 t ]^an of law ’ Mr Thomas Edwards, a hamster, wrote a clevei hook 
against Warbtirton’s criticism Warbmton alluded to him contemptuously 
afterwards, m a note to a new edition of ‘ The Dunciad ’ 
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Bears evidence — tlien calls liei child, 241 

And sweais that Tom ^ was vastly vrild 

Ripen’d by a lon^coi}ise of y'eais, 

He great and perfect now appears 
In shape scarce of the human kind, 

A man, -without a manly mind , 

No husband, though he ’s tiuly wed , 

Though on his knees a child is hied. 

No father, injured, without end 
A foe , and though obliged, no fiiend ; 250 

A heart, which virtue ne’er disgraced , 

A head, -where learning runs to -waste , 

A gentleman well-bred, if breeding 
Rests in the aiticle of reading , 

A man of this -world, for the next 
Was ne’er included m his text , 

A judge of genius, though confess’d 
With not one spark of genius bless’d , 

Amongst the first of critics placed. 

Though free from every taint of taste , 260 

A Christian without faith or works. 

As he would be a Turk ’moijgst Turks , 

A great divine, as lords agree. 

Without the,least divinity , 

To crown all, in declining age. 

Inflamed with chuich and party lage, 

Behold him, full and perfect qmte, 

A false saint, and true hypocrite 

Next sat a lawyer,^ often tried 
In perilous extremes , when Pride sro 

And Power, all wild and trembling, stood, 

Nor daied to tempt the raging flood ; 

^ ‘ Tom * tins son was Warbuiton^s only clnld, and died befoie !u& tatUer 
— ‘ A lawyer ’ Su Fletclier Koitou, who as \?ell as Warbaiton cantau*uHl 
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This bold, bad man arose to view, 273 

And gave his hand to help them thiough 
Steel’d ’gainst compassion, as they pass’d 
He saw poor Fieedom bieathe hei last , 

He saw hei struggle, heaid her gioan , 

He saw her helpless and alone, 

Whelm’d in that stoim, which, feai’d and praised 
By slaves less bold, himself had raised. 2so 

Bred to the law, he fiom the hist 
Of all bad lawyers was the worst 
Perfection (foi bad men maintain 
In ill we may peifection gain) 

In others is a woik of time. 

And they creep on from ciime to cnme ; 

He, foi a prodigy design’d. 

To spread amazement o’er mankind. 

Started full ripen’d all at once 

A perfect knave, and peifect dunce m 

Who will, for him, may boast of sense. 

His better guard is impudence , 

His front, with tenfold plates of biass 
Secured, Shame never yet ^ould pass, 

Nor on the surface of his skin 
Blush for that guilt which dvi elt within 
How often, in contempt of laws. 

To sound the bottom of a cause. 

To search out eveiy rotten part. 

And worm into its veiy heart, 300 

Hath he ta’en briefs on false pietence. 

And undei taken the defence 
Of trusting fools, whom in the end 
He meant ^0 luin, not defend * 

How often, e’en in open court. 

Hath the wietcli made his shame his sport, 
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Fellows who Cl edit what priests tell, sii 

And tremble M the thoughts of Hell ; 

His spuit dales contend with Jjrace, 

And meets Damnation face to face 

Such was our lawyer , by his side, 

In all bad qualities allied, 

In all bad counsels, sat a thud. 

By buth a bid ‘ Oh, sacred word > 

Oh, woid most sacicd t whence men get 
A pimlege to run in debt ; sso 

Whence they at laige exemption claim 
From Satue, and hei seivant Shame , 

Whence they, depitimd of all her force, 

Forbid bold Tiuth to hold hei course. 

Considt his peison, dress, and air. 

He seems, which strangers well might sweai. 

The master, or, by courtesy, 

The captain of a colliery 
Look at his Tisage, and agiee 

Half-hang’d he seems, just from the tree aso 

Escaped , a rope may sometimes break. 

Or men be cut down by jnistake 

He hath not virtue (in the school 
Of Vice bred up) to hve by rule, 

Nor hath he sense (wbch none can doubt 
Who know the man) to hve without 
His life IS a continued scene 
Of all that’s infamous and mean , 

He knows not change, unless, grown nice 

And delicate, fiom vice to vice , sro 

Nature design’d him, in a rage. 

To be the Wharton* of his age , 

1 ‘A lord ’ Sandwich -a ‘Whaiton ’ Philip Duke of Wliaitou, whose 
charaotei is found m Pope’s ‘ Moial Essays,’ was noted for the gieatuess of hia 
tAieuts, and foi his dissolute life 
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But, haviag given all the sin, 873 

Forgot to put the virtues in 
To run a hoise, to mdie a match, 

To revel deep, to roar a catch, 

To knock a tottering -watchman down, 

To sweat a woman of the town , 

By fits to keep the peace, or break it, 

In turn to give a pox, or take it , sso 

He IS, in faith, most excellent, 

And, m the woid’s most full intent, 

A true choice spuit, we admit , 

With wits a fool, with fools a wit 
Hear him but talk, and you would swear 
Obscenity heiself was there. 

And that Piofaneness had made choice, 

By way of trump, to use his voice , 

That, in all mean and low things gieat, 

He had been bied at Billingsgate , sso 

And that, ascending to the earth 
Before the season of his birth. 

Blasphemy, making way and room. 

Had maik’d him in his mothei’s womb 
Too honest (for the woist of men 
In forms aie honest, now and then) 

Not to have, in the usual way, 

His bills sent in , too great to pay : 

Too proud to speak to, if he meets 

The honest tradesman whom he cheats 4oo 

Too infamous to have a fiiend , 

Too bad for bad men to commend. 

Or good to name ; beneath whose weight 
Earth groans ; who hath been spared by Fate 
Only to show, on Mercy’s plan. 

How far and long Q-od bears with man. 

I 
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Sucli were the three, who, mocking sleep. 
At midnight sat, m counsel deep, 

Plotting destruction ’gainst a head 
Whose wisdom could not be misled , 
Plotting destruction ’gainst a heart 
Which ne’er from honour would depart 
‘ Is he not rank’d amongst our foes 
Hath not his spirit dared oppose 
Our dearest measures, made our name 
Stand forward on the roll of Shame 
Hath he not won the vulgar tribes. 

By scorning menaces and bribes. 

And proving that h^s darling cause 
Is, of their liberties and laws 
To stand the champion In a word. 

Nor need one argument be heard 
Beyond this to awake our zeal. 

To quicken our resolves, and steel 
Our steady souls to bloody bent, 

(Sure rum to each dear mtent, 

Each flattering hope) he, without fear. 

Hath dared to make the truth appear ’ 
They said, and, by resentment taught. 
Each on revenge employ’d his thought , 
Each, bent on mischief, rack’d his brain 
To her full stretch, but rack’d in vain , 
Scheme after scheme they brought to view , 
AH were examined , none would do 
When Fraud, with pleasure in her face, 
Forth issued from her hiding-place. 

And at the table where they meet, 

First having bless’d them, took her seat 
‘ No frifling cause, my darhng boys. 
Your present thoughts and cares employs ; 
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No common snare, no random blow, 

Can work the bane of such a foe 
By nature cautious as h^’s brave, 

To Honour only he ’s a slave , 

In that weak part without defence, 

We must to honour make pretence , 

That lure shal to his rum draw 
The wretch, who stands secuie in law. 

Nor think that I have idly plann’d 
This full-1 ipe scheAe , behold at hand. 
With three months’ training on his head. 
An instrument, whom I have bred. 

Born of these bowels, far from sight 
Of Viitue’s false but glarmg light, 

My youngest-born, my dearest joy. 

Most like myself, my dailing boy ’ 

He, never fouch’d with vile remoise. 
Resolved and ciafty m his couise. 

Shall woik our ends, complete our schemes. 
Most mine, when most he Honour’s seems , 
Nor can be found, at home, abroad, 

So firm and full a slave of Fpud ’ 

She said, and firom each envious son 
A discontented murmur run 
Around the table , all in place 
Thought his full praise their own disgiace. 
Wondering what stranger she had got. 

Who had one vice that they had not ; 
When straight the portals open flew. 

And, clad m aimoiir, to their view 
Martin, the Duellist, came forth 
All knew, and all confess’d his worth ; 

All justified, with smiles array’d. 

The happy choice their dam had made 
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GOTHAM 1 

IN THEBE iOOKS. 

Book I 

Far off (no matter wlietlier east or west, 

A real conntrj, or one made in jest, 

Hor yet by modern Mandevilles^ disgiaced, 

Hor by map-jobbers wretchedly misplaced) 

There lies an island, neither gieat nor small, 

Which, for distinction sake, I Gotham call 
The man who finds an unknown country out, 

By giving it a name, acqiiiies, no doubt, 

A Gospel title, though the people there 
The pious Chiistian thinks not worth his care lo 

Bar this pretence, and into air is hurl’d 
The claim of Europe to the Western world 
Cast by a tempest on the savage coast. 

Some roving buccaneer set up a post , 

A beam, m proper form transversely laid, 

Of his Redeemer’s cross the figiiie made — 

Of that Redeemer, with vfhose laws his life, 

Prom first to last, had been one scene of stiife , 

ITis royal master’s name theieon engraved; 

Without more process the whole race enslaved, 20 
Cut off that charter they from Mature drew. 

And made them slaves to men they never knew. 

Search ancient histories, consult records, 

Under this title the most Christian lords 

Hold (thanks to conscience) more than half the ball , 

O’ertbrow this title, they have none at all , 

1 ‘Gotham ’ is designed as a satire on England and its kings, and as a 
picture of what a king of England should be The fiist book is a wild and 
fanciful bravura — = ‘ MandeviEe ’ the famous lying tiaveller. 
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For never yet migM any monaich dare, 27 

Who lived to Tiuth, and bieatlied a Chiistian an, 
Pretend that Chust, (who came, w’e all agieo. 

To bless his people, and t’o set them fiee) 

To make a convert, ever one law gave 
By which converteis made him fiist a slave. 

Spite of the glosses of a canting pi lest. 

Who talks of charity, but means a feast ; 

Who lecommends it (whilst he seems to feel 
The holy glowings of a real zeal) 

To all his heaieis as a deed of woitb, 

To give them heaven whom they have lobb’d of eaith , 
Never shall one, one truly honest m^in. 

Who, bless’d with Libeity, reveies her plan, 40 

Allow one moment that a savage she 

Could from his wi etched race, for childish hue. 

By a wdd giant, their all, then freedom pass. 

And sell his country for a bit of glass 

Or grant this baibarous right, let Spain and France, 
In slavery bred, as purchasers advance , 

Let them, whilst Conscience is at distance huil’d. 

With some gay bauble buy a golden woild 
An Englishman, in chartei’d freedom born. 

Shall spurn the slavish merchandise, shall scoin 50 
To take from others, through base private views. 

What he himself would rathei die, than lose 
Happy the savage of those eaily times, 

Ere Europe’s sons were known, and Europe’s crimes ' 
Gold, cursed gold > slept m the womb of earth, 

Hnfelt its mischiefs, as unknown its worth , 

In full content he found the truest wealth. 

In toil he found diversion, food, and health ; 

Stranger to ease and luxury of courts, 

Ills sports were labours, and his labours sports ; so 
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His youtli was hardy, and his old age green , 6i 

Life’s morn was vigorous, and her eve serene , 

No rules he held, but what were 2aade foi use. 

No arts he leam’d, nor ills which arts produce , 

False lights he follow’d, but believed them true , 

He knew not much, but lived to what he knew 
Happy, thrice happy now the savage lace. 

Since Europe took their gold, and gave them grace ^ 
Pastors she sends to help them in their need, 

Some who can’t write , with others ^who can’t read , 7o 
And on sure grounds the gospel pile to rear. 

Sends missionary felons every year , 

Our vices, with more zeal than holy prayers. 

She teaches them, and in return takes theirs 
Her rank oppressions give them cause to use. 

Her want of prudence, means and arms supplies, 

Whilst her brave lage, not satisfied with life, 

Rising in blood, adopts the scalping-knife 
Knowledge she gives, enough to make them know 
How abject is their state, how deep their woe , so 
The worth of freedom strongly she explains. 

Whilst she bows down, and loads their necks with chains 
Faith, too, she plants, foi her own ends impress’d. 

To make them bear the worst, and hope the best , 

And whilst she teaches, on vile Interest’s plan, 

As laws of God, the wild decrees of man. 

Like Pharisees, of whom the Scnptures tell, 

She makes them ten times more the sons of Hell 
But whither do these grave reflections tend 1 
Are they design’d for any, or no end % 9 c 

Biiefiy but this — ^to prove, that by no act 
Which Natuie made, that by no equal pact 
’Twixt man and man, which might, if Justice heard, 
Stand good , that by no benefits conferr’d, 
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Or purchase made, Europe in chains can hold 95 

The sons of India, and her mines of gold 
Chance led her there m an accursed hour , 

She saw, and made the chuntry hers by power , 

Noi, drawn by Tirtue’s lore fiom lore of fame, 

Shah, my raslr folly controwert the claim, loo 

Or wish m thought that title overthiown 
Which coincides with and inwolves my own 
Europe discover’d India first , I found 
My nght to Grotham on the self-same ground ; 

I first discover’d it, nor shall that plea 
To her be granted, and denied to me , 

I plead possession, and, till one more bold 
Shall diive me out, wiU that possession hold 
With Europe s rights my kindred rights I twine ; 

Hers be the Western woild, be Gotham mine no 

Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites i lejoice , 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladness | and on every tongue, 

In strains of gratitude, be piaises hung, 

The praises of so great and good a king 
Shall Churchill reign, and shall not Gotham sing ? 

As on a day, a high and holy day. 

Let every instiumeut of music play. 

Ancient and ‘modern , those which drew then bu-th 
(Punctilios laid aside) from Pagan eaitli, 120 

As well as those by Christian made and Jew ; 

Those known to many, and those known to few , 

Those which in w^him and frolic lightly float. 

And those which swell the slow and solemn note ; 
Those which (whilst Reason stands in wonder by) 

Make some complexions laugh, and others cr^; 

Those which, by some strange faculty of sound. 

Can build walls up, and raze them to the ground ; 
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Those which can tear up forests by the roots, 129 

And make brutes dance like men, and men like brutes , 
Those which, whilst Ridicule leads up the dance. 

Make clowns of Monmouth 1 ape the fops of Fiance , 
Those which, where Lady Dulness with Loid Mayois 
Presides, disdaining light and tufting airs,' 

Hallow the feast with psalmody , and those 
Which, planted in our churches to dispose 
And hft the mind to Hearen, are disgraced 
With what a foppish organist calls T-aste . 

All, from the fid^e (on which every fool. 

The pert son of dull sire, discharged from school, uo 
Serves an apprenticeship in college ease. 

And rises through the gamut to degrees) 

To those which (though less common, not less sweet) 
From famed Saint Giles’s, and more famed Vine Stieet, 
(Where Heaven, the utmost wish of man to grant. 

Gave me an old house, and an older aunt) 

Thornton,^ whilst Humoui pointed out the road 
To her arch cub, hath hitch’d into an ode , — 

All instruments (attend, ye listening spheres > 

Attend, ye sons of men ' and hear with ears), iso 
All instruments (nor shall "they seek one hand 
Impress’d from modern Music’s coxcomb band), 

All instruments, self-acted, at my name 
Shall pour forth harmony, and loud proclaim, 

Loud but yet sweet, to the according globe, 

My praises ; whilst gay Nature, in a robe, 

A coxcomb doctor’s robe, to the full sound 

Keeps time, like Boyce,® and the world dances lound. 

Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites < rejoice ; 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, leo 

^ ‘ MonmoutS ’ in Wales, once visited, and ever afterwards liated by the 
poet — ® ‘ Bonnell Thornton ’ author of a humoious burlesque, * Ode on St 
Cecilia’s Day ’ See Boswell — ® ‘ William Bo>ce ’ a celebrated musician 
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Tlie voice of gladness , and on every tongue, ui 

In stiains of gratitude, be praises hung, 

The piaises of so gieat and good a kng 
Shall Chui chill leign, anc^ shall not Grotham sing 
Infancy, straining backwaid fiom the bieast, 

Tetchy and wJiywaid, what he lovcth best 
Eefusing in his fits, "whilst all the whde 
The mothei eyes the "wrangler "with a smile, 

And the fond father sits on t’ other side. 

Laughs at his moods, and views his spleen with pride. 
Shall murmur forth my name, whilst at his hand in 
Hurse stands inteipietei, thiongh Grotham’s land 
Childhood, who like an Apiil moyn appears. 

Sunshine and ram, hopes clouded o’er with fears. 
Pleased and displeased by starts, in passion warn. 

In reason weak , who, wi ought into a stoim. 

Like to the fietful billows of the deep, 

Soon spends his rage, and cues himself asleep , 

Who, with a feverish appetite oppiess’d. 

For trifles sighs, but hates them when possess’d , iso 
His trembling lash suspended in the air. 

Half-bent, and sticking back his long lank hair. 

Shall to his mates look up wifh eager glee, 

And let his top go down to pi ate of me 
Youth, who, fieice, fickle, insolent, and vain. 
Impatient uiges on to Manhood’s reign. 

Impatient urges on, yet with a cast 
Of dear regard looks back on Childhood past, 

In the mid-chase, when the hot blood luns high, 

And the qmck spirits mount into his eye , iflo 

When pleasure, which he deems his greatest wealth, 
Beats m lus heart, and paints his cheeks with health ; 
When the chafed steed tugs proudly at the rem, 

And, ere he starts, hath run o’er half the plain , 
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When, wing’d with fear, the stag flies full in Tiew, 195 
And in full cry the eager hounds puisue, 

Shall shout my praise to hills which shout again. 

And e’en the huntsman stop to cry. Amen 
Manhood, of form erect, who would not bow 
Though worlds should crack aiound him , 'on his brow 
Wisdom serene, to passion giving law, 201 

Bespeaking love, and yet commanding awe , 

Dignity into grace by mildness wrought , 

Courage attemper’d and lefined by thought, 

Virtue supreme enthroned , within his bieast 
The image of his Maker deep impress’d , 

Loid of this earth, which trembles at his nod. 

With reason bless’d, and only less than God , 

Manhood, though weeping Beauty kneels for aid. 

Though Honour calls, m Danger’s form array’d, 210 
Though clothed with sackloth, Justice in the gates, 

By wicked elders chain’d. Redemption waits. 

Manhood shall steal an hour, a little hour, 

(Is 't not a little one to hail my power 
Old Age, a second child, by Nature cursed 
With more and greater evils than the first , 

Weak, sickly, fiiU of pains, in every breath 
Railing at life, and yet afraid of death , 

Putting things off, with sage and solemn air. 

From day to day, without one day to spare , 220 

Without enjoyment, covetous of pelf. 

Tiresome to friends, and tiresome to himself. 

His faculties impair’d, his temper sour’d. 

His memory of recent things devour’d 
E’en with the acting, on his shatter’d brain 
Though the false registers of youth remain ; 

From mom to evening babbhng forth vain praise 
Of those rare men, who lived in those rare days. 
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When he, the hero of his tale, was young , 229 

Dull repetitions falteiing on his tongue , 

Piaising gray liaiis, sute mark of Wisdom’s sway, 

E’en whilst he cuises Tmie, which made him gray , 
Scoffing at youth, e’en whilst he would afford 
All but his gold to have his youth lestored. 

Shall for a moment, from himself set free. 

Lean on his ciutch, and pipe forth piaise to me 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites' lejoice; 

Lift up your YOice cm high, a mighty voice. 

The voice of gladness, and on eiery tongue. 

In strains of gratitude, be piaises hung, 240 

The praises of so great and good a king 
Shall Churchill reign, and shall not Gotham sing 1 
Things without life shah, in this chorus join. 

And, dumb to others’ praise, be loud in mine 
The sno'wdiop, who, in habit white and plain. 

Comes on, tlie herald of fan Flora’s tiain , 

The coxcomb crocus, flower of simple note. 

Who by her side struts in a herald’s coat ; 

The tulip, idly glaring to the view. 

Who, though no clown, his buth fiom Holland drew , 
Who, once full dress’d, fears flrom his place to stir, 251 
The fop of flowers, the More of a parterre , 

The woodbine, who her elm in marriage meets, 

And brings her dowry in sui rounding sweets , 

The lily, silver mistiess of the vale , 

The rose of Sharon, which perfumes the gale , 

The jessamine, wuth which the queen of floweis. 

To charm her god, adorns his favourite bowers. 

Which bndes, by the plain hand of Neatness dress’d, 
Unenvied rival, wear upon their breast, 26O 

Sweet as the incense of the mom, and chaste 
As the pure zone which circles Dian’s waist ; 
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All floweis, of various names, and vaiious forms, ses 
Winch the sun into strength and beauty warns. 

From the dwaif daisy, which, hkerinfants, clings. 

And feais to leave the earth fiom whence it spiings. 

To the pioud giant of the gaiden race, 

Who, madly lushing to the sun’s embrace, 

O’ertops her fellows with aspiiing aim. 

Demands his wedded love, and bears his name ; 270 

All, one and all, shall in this choius join. 

And, dumb to others’ praise, be loud in mine. 

Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites > lejoice , 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice. 

The voice of gladness , and on every tongue, 

In strains of gratitude, be piaises hung, 

The praises of so gieat and good a king 

Shall Churchill reign, and shall not Gotham sing ^ 

Forming a gloom, through which, to spleen-stiuck minds, 
Religion, horror-stamp’d, a passage finds, sso 

The ivy crawling o’er the hallow’d cell 
Where some old hermit ’s wont his beads to tell 
By day, by night , the myrtle ever green. 

Beneath whose shade Love holds his rites unseen , 

The willow, weeping o’ei che fatal wave 
Where many a lover finds a watery grave , 

The cypress, sacred held, when lovers mourn 
Their true love snatch’d away , the lain el worn 
By poets in old time, but destined now. 

In grief, to wither on a Whitehead’s brow ; 290 

The fig, which, large as what in India grow'S, 

Itself a grove, gave our first paients clothes , 

The vine, which, hke a blushing new-made bride. 
Clustering, empurples all the mountain’s side , 

The yew, which, in the place of sculptured stone, 

Marks out the resting-place of men unknown , 
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The hedge-iow elm , the pme, of mountain lace , ear 
The fir, the Scotch fir, never out of place , 

The cedar, whose top mates the highest cloud, 

Vhdst his old father LelAnon glows pioud 
Of such a child, and his vast body laid 
Out many a mile, enjoys the filial shade ; 

The oak, when living, monaich of the wood , 

The English oak, which, dead, commands the flood , 

All, one and all, shall in this chorus join 
And, dumb to others’ piaise, be loud in mine 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites ' lejoice ; 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladness , and on every tongue. 

In strains of giatitude, be praises hung, sio 

The piaises of so gieat and good a king 

Shall Chuichdl leign, and shall not Gotham sing '2 

The showers, which make the young hills, like young lambs, 
Bound and lebound , the old hills, like old lams, 

Unwieldy, jump for joy ; the stieams which glide, 

"Whilst Plenty maiches smiling by then side. 

And from their bosom rising Commerce springs , 

The winds, which use with healing on their wings, 

Before whose cleansing breath* Contagion flies , 

The sun, who, tiavelhng in eastern skies, 820 

Flesh, full of stieugth, just risen fiom his bed. 

Though in Jove’s pastuies they were boin and bred, 

With voice and whip can scarce make his steeds stir. 

Step by step, up the perpendiculai , 

Who, at the hour of eve, panting for rest. 

Rolls on amain, and gallops down the west 
As fast as Jehu, oil’d for Ahab’s sin. 

Drove foi a crown, or postboys for an inn ; 

The moon, who holds o’er night her silver reign. 

Regent of tides, and mistress of the brain, 3 So 
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Who to her sons, those sons who own her power, 331 
And do her homage at the midnight hour, 

Gives madness as a blessing, butrdispenses 
Wisdom to fools, and damns them with then* senses , 

The stars, who, by I know not what strange right. 
Preside o’er mortals m them own despite; 

Who, without leason, govern those who most 
(How tiuly, judge from thence ') of reason boast, 

And, by some mighty magic yet unknown. 

Our actions guide, yet cannot guide their own , 310 

All, one and all, shall in this choius join. 

And, dumb to others’ praise, be loud m mine. 

Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites t lejoice , 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice. 

The voice of gladness , and on eveiy tongue. 

In strains of gratitude, be praises hung. 

The praises of so great and good a king 

Shall Churchill reign, and shall not Gotham sing ? 

The moment, minute, hour, day, week, month, year. 
Morning and eve, as they in turn appear , 350 

Moments and minutes, which, without a ciime, 

Can’t be omitted m accounts of time. 

Or, if omitted, (proof w^ might afford) 

Worthy by parliaments to be restored , 

The hours, which, dress’d by turns in black and white. 
Ordain’d as handmaids, wait on Day and Night ; 

The day, those hours, I mean, when light piesides. 

And Business in a cart with Prudence ndes , 

The night, those hours, I mean, with darkness hung. 
When Sense speaks free, and Polly holds her tongue. 
The morn, when Nature, rousing from her strife sei 
With death-like sleep, awakes to second life , 

The eve,” when, as unequal to the task, 

She mercy from her foe descends to ask , 
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The week, in ■which six days are kindly given S65 

To think of earth, and one to think of heaven , 

The months, t-welve si^teis, all of different’hue, 

Though there appears in j,ll a likeness too , 

Not such a likeness as, through Hayman’s^ woiks, 

Dull mannensi * in Chnstians, Jews, and Turks, 370 
Cloys with a sameness in each female face. 

But a stiange something, hoin of Art and Grace, 

"Which speaks them all, to vaiy and adorn, 

At different times of the same paients horn , 

AU, one and all, shall in this chorus join. 

And, dumb to others’ praise, be loud in mine. 

Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites ' rgjoice , 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice. 

The voice of gladness , and on every tongue, 

In strains of gratitude, be praises hung, sso 

The praises of so great and good a king 

Shall ChurchiU reign, and shall not Gotham sing ^ 

Prore January, leader of the year, 

Minced-pies in van, and calves’ heads m the rear , 

Dull February, m whose leaden reign 
My mother bore a bard without a brain ; 

March, various, fieice, and wild, with wmd-crack’d cheeks, 
By wilder Welshmen led, and ci own’d with leeks; 

April, with ftrols, and May, with bastaids bless’d , 

June, with White Roses on her rebel breast ; 390 

July, to whom, the Dog-star in her tiain, 

Samt James 2 gives oysters, and Saint Swithm ram , 
August,® who, banish’d from her Smithfield stand. 

To Chelsea flies, with Doggett m her hand , 

1 ‘ Hayman ’ Francis Hayman, the painter, was monotonous m his style — 

3 ‘ Samt James ’ The 25th of July, St Jameses day, or the first day of oysters 
- 3 ‘ August ’ alluding to a rowing match, held on 1st August, in hononr of 
Creorge the First’s accession , instituted by one Doggett, an actor, &c 
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September, v,)ien by custom (light divine) SS 5 

Geese aie ordain’d to bleed at Michael’s shrme, 

Whilst the phest, nob so full of gyace as wit, 

Falls to, unbless’d, nor gives the saint a bit , 

October, -who the cause of Freedom join’d. 

And gave a second Geoigei to bless mankind , m 
Movember, who, at once to grace our earth, 

Saint Andiew boasts, and our Augusta’s 2 birth , 
December, last of months, but best, who gave 
A Christ to man, a Saviour to the Mave, 

Whilst, falsely giateful,-man, at the full feast. 

To do God honour makes himself a beast , 

All, one and all, shall in this chorus join, 

And, dumb to otheis’ praise, be loud in mine. 

Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites ' lejoice , 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 410 

The voice of gladness , and on every tongue. 

In strains of gratitude, be praises hung, 

The praises of so great and good a king • 

Shall ChurchiU reign, and shall not Gotham sing 2 

The seasons as they roll ; Spring, by her side 
Lechery and Lent, lay-folly and church-pride. 

By h rank monk to copulation led, 

A tub of sainted salt-fish on her head. 

Summer, in hght transparent gauze array’d, 

Like maids of honour at a masqueiade, 420 

In bawdry gauze, for which our daughters leave 
The fig, more modest, first brought up by Eve, 

Panting for breath, inflamed with lustful fires. 

Yet wanting strength to perfect her desires. 

Leaning on Sloth, who, fainting with the heat. 

Stops at each step, and slumbers on his feet; 

• ‘ George ’ George the Second was bom on the 30th ot October 1688 — 
* ‘ AngHsta . ’ wife of Piedenc, Punce ot Wales, a gieat fiiend of Loid Bute’s 
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Auturan, when Natme, who with soirow feels 42r 
Her diead foe "Winter treading on her heels, 

Makes up in value what she wants in length, 

Exerts her powers, and puts foith all hei stiength, 

Bids corn and fruits in full peifection use, 

Com fairlj tax’d, and fmits without excise; 

Winter, benumb’d with cold, no longer kuo^vn 
By robes of fur, since furs became our own , 

A hag, who, loathing all, by all is loathed. 

With weekly, daily, »hourly, libels clothed. 

Vile Faction at her heels, who, ‘mighty grown. 

Would rule the luler, and foreclose the throne, 

Would turn all state affairs into a tsade. 

Make laws one day, the next to be unmade, uo 

Beggar at home, a people fear’d abioad. 

And, force defeated, make them slaves by fraud , 

AU, one and all, shall in this chorus join. 

And, dumb'to others’ praise, be loud in mine 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites i rejoice , 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice. 

The voice of gladness , and on every tongue. 

In strains of gratitude, be praises hung. 

The piaises of so great and g5od a king 
Shall Churchill reign, and shall not Gotham sing ^ 450 

The year, §rand ciicle ' in vhose ample round 
The seasons regular and fix’d are bound, 

(Who, in his course repeated o’er and o’er. 

Sees the same things which he had seen before , 

The same stars keep their watch, and the same sun 
Runs in the track where he from first hath run , 

The same moon rules the night , tides ebb and flow , 
Man IS a puppet, and this world a show ; 

Their old dull follies, old dull fools pursue. 

And vice in nothing, but in mode, is new ; 460 

K 
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He a loid (now fan befall that piide, 4ei 

He lived a villain, bnt a lord he died) 

Dashwood is pious, Berkeley^ fix’d, as Fate, 

Sandwich (thank Heaven t) fiist minister of state , 

And, though by fools despised, by saints unbless’d. 

By friends neglected, and by foes oppiess’d. 

Scorning the servile aits of each couit elf, 

Founded on honoui, Wilkes is still himself) 

The year, encircled with the various train 

Which waits, and fills the glories of Jus leign, 47o 

Shall, taking up this theme, in chorus join, 

And, dumb to others’ praise, be loud in mine 

Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites > rejoice , 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladness ; and on every tongue. 

In strains of gratitude, be praises hung. 

The praises of so great and good a king 

Shall Churchill reign, and shall not Gotham' sing 1 

Thus far in spoit — nor let our critics hence, 

Who sell out monthly trash, and call it sense, 4S0 

Too lightly of our present labours deem, 

Or judge at random of so high a theme . 

High IS our theme, and worthy are the men 
To feel the sharpest stroke of Satire’s pen ; 

But when kind Time a proper season brings. 

In senous mood to tieat of senous things. 

Then shall they find, disdaining idle play. 

That I can he as grave and dull as they 

Thus far in sport — ^nor let half patriots, those 
Who shrink from every blast of Power which blows, 4D0 
Who, with tame cowardice familiar grown. 

Would hear my thoughts, but fear to speak their own ; 

* ‘ Colonel Koiborne Beikeley ’ second to Loid Talbot in his duel with 
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"Who (lest bold truths, to do sage Piudence spite, 493 
Should buist the portals of their lips by night. 

Tremble to trust thenjselves one hour in sleep) 

Condemn our course, and^ hold our caution cheap , 

Vhen brave Occasion bids, for some great end. 

When Honour calls the poet as a friend. 

Then shall they find that, e’en on Danger’s brink, 
lie dares to speak what they scarce dare to think 500 

Book II. 

How much mistaken are the men who think 
That all who will, without restraint may drink. 

May largely drink, e’en till their bowels burst. 

Pleading no light but merely that of thirst. 

At the pure waters of the living well. 

Beside whose stieams the Muses love to dwell ' 

Verse is with them a knack, an idle toy, 

A rattle gilded o’er, on which a boy 

May play untaught, whilst, without art or force. 

Make it but jingle, music comes of course 10 

Little do such men know the toil, the pains, 

The daily, nightly racking of the brains, 

To range the* thoughts, the matter to digest. 

To cull fit phrases, and reject the rest , 

To know the times when Humour on the cheek 
Of Miith may hold her sports ; w'hen Wit should speak, 
And when be silent , when to use the poweis 
Of ornament, and how to place the flowers, 

So that they neither give a tawdry glare, 

‘ Nor waste their sweetness m the desert air , ’ 

To form, (which few can do, and scarcely on«. 

One critic in an age, can find when done) 


20 
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To form a plan, to strike a grand outline, !2s 

To fill it up, and make the picture slime 
A Ml and peWect piece , to make coy Rhyme 
Renounce her follies, and with Sense keep time , 

To make proud Sense against her nature bend. 

And -wear the chains of Rhyme, yet call lier friend 
Some fops there are, amongst the scribbling tribe, 
Who make it all their business to describe, so 

No matter ■whether m or out of place , 

Studious of finery, and fond of lace,- 
Alike they tnm, as coxcomb Fancy brings. 

The rags of beggars, and the robes of kings 

Let dull Propriety m state preside 

O’er her dull children. Nature is their guide ; 

Wild Nature, who at random breaks the fence 
Of those tame drudges. Judgment, Taste, and Sense, 
Nor would forgke herself the mighty crime 
Of keeping terms with Person, Place, and Time 40 
Let hquid gold emblaze the sun at noon, 

With borrow’d beams let silver pale the moon , 

Let surges hoarse lash the resounding shore, 

Let streams meander, and let torrents roar , 

Let them breed up the melancholy breeze. 

To sigh with sighing, sob with sobbing trees ; 

Let vales embroidery wear ; let flowers bs tinged 
With various tints , let clouds be laced or fringed. 

They have their wish ; hke idle monarch boys. 
Neglecting things of weight, they sigh for toys , so 
Give them the crown, the sceptre, and the robe. 

Who will may take the power, and rule the globe 
Others there are, who, in one solemn pace, 

With as much zeal as Quakers rail at lace, 

Railing at" needful ornament, depend 
On Sense to bring them to their journey’s end 
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Tliey would nofc (Heaven forbid >) their course delay, sr 
Nor for a moment step out of the way, 

To make the barien rdad those gi’aces wear 
Which Natuie would, if pleased, have planted theie 
Vain men i who, bhndly thwaiting Natuic’s plan, 
Ne’er find a passage to the heart of man , 

Who, bred ’mongst fogs in academic land, 

Scoin eveiy thing they do not understand ; 

Who, destitute of humour, wit, and taste. 

Let all their httle k&owledge lun to waste, 

And frustrate each good pm pose, whilst they wear 
The robes of Learning with a sloven’s air 
Though solid reasoning arms each stSiling line, 

Though Tiuth declaies aloud, ‘ This work is mine,’ 

Vice, whilst fiom page to page dull morals creep, ro 
Throws by the book, and Viitue falls asleep 
Sense, m^ie dull, foimal Sense, in this gay town. 
Must have some vehicle to pass her down ; 

Nor can she for an hour insme her reign. 

Unless she brings fair Pleasuiein her tiain. 

Let her fiom day to day, fiom year to year. 

In all her grave solemnities a^ear. 

And with the voice of trumpets, through the streets. 
Deal lectuies put to every one she meets ; so 

Half who pass by are deaf, and t’ other half 
Can hear indeed, but only hear to laugh 
Quit then, ye gi'aver sons of letter’d Pride' 

Taking for once Experience as a guide. 

Quit this grand erior, this dull college mode ,* 

Be your pursuits the same, but change the road ; 

Wiite, or at least appear to wiite, with ease, 

‘ And if you mean to profit, learn to please.’ 

In vain for such mistakes they pardon daim, 

Because they wield the pen in Virtue’s name so 
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Thrice sacied is that name, thrice bless’d the man si 
Who thinks, speaks, writes, and lives on such a plan ' 
This, in himself, himself of course 'must bless. 

But cannot with the world promote success. 

He may be strong, but, with effect to speak. 

Should recollect his readeis may be weak ' 

Plain, iigid truths, which saints with comfort bear, 

Will make the sinner tremble and despair 
True Virtue acts from love, and the great end 
At which she nobly aims is to amend loo 

How then do those mistake who arm her laws 
With rigour not their own, and hurt the cause 
They mean to help,' whilst with a zealot rage 
They make that goddess, whom they ’d have engage 
Our dearest love, in hideous terror rise t 
Such may be honest, but they can’t be wise. 

In her own full and perfect blaze of light, 

Virtue breaks forth too strong for human sight , 

The dazzled eye, that nice but weaker sense, 

Shuts herself up in darkness for defence no 

But to make strong conviction deeper sink, 

To make the callous feel, the thoughtless think, 

Like God, made man, she'' lays her glory by, 

And beams mild comfort on the ravish’d eye 
In earnest most, when most she seems in jest, 

She worms into, and winds around, the breast. 

To conquer Vice, of Vice appears the friend. 

And seems unlike herself to gain her end 

The sons of Sin, to while away the time 

Which lingers on their hands, of each black crime 120 

To hush the painful memory, and keep 

The tyrant Conscience in delusive sleep, 

Read on at random, nor suspect the dait 
Until they find it rooted in then heart 
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’Grainst Tice tliey giye their vote, nor tno'w atfiist 125 
That, raising that, themselves too they have cuised , 
They see not, till they fall into the snaies. 

Deluded into virtue unaw^ies 
Thus the shrewd doctor, m the spleen-struck mind, 
When piegnant horror sits, and broods o’er wind, 130 
Discaiding diugs, and striving how to please, 

Luies on insensibly, by slow degiees. 

The patient to those manly sports which bind 
The slacken’d sinews^ and relieve the mind , 

The patient feels a change as wrought by stealth, 

And wonders on demand to find it health 

Some few, whom Fate oidain’d to^deal m rhymes 
In other lands, and here, in other times, 

Whom, waiting at their biith, the midwife Muse 
Sprinkled all over with Castahan dews, uo 

To whom true Genius gave his magic pen. 

Whom Alt by just degiees led up to men ; 

Some few, extiemes well shunn’d, have steel’d between 
These dangeious rocks, and held the golden mean , 
Sense in their works maintains her proper state, 

But never sleeps, or labouis with her weight ; 

Giace makes the whole look degant and gay, 

But never daies fiom Sense to lun astray. 

So nice the master’s touch, so gieat his caie. 

The colours boldly glow, not idly glare , 150 

Mutually giving and receiving aid. 

They set each other off, like hght and shade. 

And, as by stealth, with so much softness blend, 

’Tis hard to say where they begin or end 
Both give us charms, and neither gives offence , 

Sense perfects Grace, and Grace enlivens Sense. 

Peace to the men who these high honours Slaini, 
Health to their souls, and to their memones fame I 
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Be it my task, and no mean task, to teach 159 

A rereience for that -woith I cannot leach 
Let me at distance, "with a steady ,eye, 

Obseive and maik their passage to the sky , 

From envy fiee, applaud such rising woith, 

And piaise their heaven, though pinion’d down to eaith' 
Had I the powei, I could not have the time, 

Whilst spiiits flow, and life is m her piimc, 

Without a sin ’gainst Pleasuie, to design 
A plan, to methodise each thought, ^ach line 
Highly to finish, and make eveiy giace. 

In itself chaiming, take new charms fiom place iTo 
Nothing of books, apd little known of men. 

When the mad fit comes on, I seize the pen. 

Rough as they run, the rapid thoughts set down, 

Rough as they lun, discharge them on the town. 

Hence rude, unfinish’d brats, before their time. 

Are born into this idle woild of Rhyme, 

And the poor slattern Muse is bi ought to bed 
‘ With all her imperfections on her head.’ 

Some, as no life appears, no pulses play 

Thiough the dull dubious mass, no breath makes way, iso 

Doubt, greatly doubt, till for a glass they call, 

W bether the child can be baptized at all ; 

Others, on other grounds, objections frame, 

And, granting that the child may have a name. 

Doubt, as the sex might well a midwife pose, 

Whether they should baptize it Verse or Prose 

E’en what my masters please , baids, mild, meek men, 
In love to critics, stumble now and then 
Something I do myself, and something too. 

If they can do it, leave for them to do 190 

In the small compass of my careless page 
Critics may find employment for an age . 
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Without my blundeis, they were all undone ; ns 

I twenty feed, where Mason can feed one. 

When Satiie stoops^ unmindful of her sl^te, 

To praise the man I love,^curse him I hate ; 

When Sense, m tides of passion home along, 

Sinking to proee, degrades the name of song. 

The censor smiles, and, whilst my credit bleeds. 

With as high relish on the cariion feeds 200 

As the pioud earl fed at a tmtle feast, 

Who, turn’d by gluttony to worse than beast, 

Ate till his bowels gush’d upon the flooi. 

Yet still ate on, and dying call’d foi more 
When loose Digiession, hke a colt- unbroke. 

Spurning Connexion and her foimal yoke. 

Bounds through the forest, wanders far astray 
From the known path, and loves to lose her way, 

’Tis a full feast to all the mongrel pack 
To run the rambler down, and bnng her back 210 

When gay Description, Fancy’s fairy child. 

Wild without art, and yet with pleasure wild. 

Wa kin g with Nature at the morning hour 
To the lark’s call, walks o’er the opening flower 
Which largely drank all night’of heaven’s fiesh dew. 
And, hke a mountain nymph of Dian’s crew, 

So lightly walks, she not one mark imprmts, 

Nor brushes oflf the dews, nor soils the tints , 

When thus Desenption sports, even at the time 
That drums should beat, and cannons roar in ihyme, 220 
Clitics can live on such a fault as that 
Fiom one month to the other, and grow fat 
Ye mighty Monthly Judges t in a dearth 
Of letter’d blockheads, conscious of the worth 
Of my materials, which against your will 
Oft you’ve confess’4 and shall confess it still; 
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Materials rich, though rude, inflamed with thought, m 
Though more by Fancy than by Judgment \vi ought , 
Take, use them as your own, a w(s-k begin 
Which suits your genius well, and weave them in, 
Framed for the ciitic loom, with critic art, 

Till, thread on thread depending, part on^ait, 

Colour with colour mingling, light with shade, 

To your dull taste a formal work is made, 

And, having wrought them into one grand piece, 

Swear it surpasses Rome, and rivals, Greece 
Nor think this much, for at one single word. 

Soon as the mighty ciitic fiat’s heaid. 

Science attends their call ; their power is own’d , 

Order takes place, and Genius is dethroned 24 o 

Letters dance into books, defiance hurl’d 
At means, as atoms danced into a woild 
Me higher business calls, a greater plan, 

Worthy man’s whole employ, the good of man. 

The good of man comnuttedto my charge 
If idle Fancy rambles forth at large. 

Careless of such a trust, these harmless lays 
May Friendship envy, and may Folly praise 
The crown of Gotham may some Scot assume. 

And vagrant Stuarts reign in Churchill’s room * 250 

0 my poor People * 0 thou wretched 'Earth ! 

To whose dear love, though not engaged by birth, 

My heart is fix’d, my service deeply sworn. 

How, (by thy father can that thought be borne — 

For monarchs, would they aE but think hke me. 

Are only fathers in the best degree) 

How must thy glories fade, in every land 
Thy name be laugh’d to scorn, thy mighty hand 
Be shorted* d, and thy zeal, by foes confess’d, 

Bless’d in thyself, to make thy neighbouis bless’d, 200 
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Be robb’d of vigour , how must Fieedom’s pile, 26i 

The boast of ages, which adorns the isle 

And makes it gieat and glorious, feai’d abioad. 

Happj at home secure ficpi force and fiaud , 

How must that pile, by ancient Wisdom raised 
On a film rock,* by ft lends admired and piaised, 

Envied by foes, and wonder’d at by all, 

In one short moment into luins fall, 

Should any slip of Stuait’s tyrant race. 

Or bastard oi legitimate, disgrace svo 

Thy royal seat of empiie ' But what caie. 

What sorrow must be mine, what deep despair 
And self-reproaches, should that hated line 
Admittance gam through any fault of mine ^ 

Cuised be the cause whence Gotham’s evils spring, 
Though that cursed cause be found in Gotham’s king 
Let War, with all his needy nifiian band. 

In pomp of Eon or stalk thiough Gotham’s land 
Knee-deep m blood , let all her stately towers 
Sink in the dust ; that couit which now is ouis 28o 
Become a den, where beasts may, if they can, 

A lodging find, nor fear lebuke from man , 

Where yehow harvests use, be brambles found ; 

Wheie Tines now creep, let thistles curse the giound , 
Dry in her tholisand valleys be the rills ; 

Barren the cattle on her thousand hills , 

Where Power is placed, let tigers prowl for piey ; 
Where Justice lodges, let wild asses bray , 

Let cormorants in churches make their nest, 

And on the sails of Commerce bitterns rest ; sso 

Be all, though piinces in the earth before, 

Her merchants bankrupts, and her marts no more ; 
Much rather would I, might the will of Fate 
Give me to choose, see Gotham’s min’d state 
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By ills on ills tlius to tlie eaifcli woigli’d down, 295 
Than live to see a Stuart -wear a ciown 

r 

Let Heaven in vengeance aim ■all Hatuie’s host, 
Those seivants who their Makei know, who boast 
Obedience as their glory, and fulfil, 

TJnquestion’d, their great Master’s sacied \7ill , coo 
Let raging winds root up the boiling deep, 

And, with Destiuction big, o’er Gotham sweep , 

Let rams rush down, till Faith, with doubtful e_)e, 
Looks for the sign of meicy in the sky ; 

Let Pestilence in all her horrors rise ; 

Wheie’er I turn, let Famine blast my e^es , 

Let the eaith yawnj and, eie they ’ve time to think 
In the deep gulf let all my subjects sink 
Before my eyes, whilst on the verge I reel , 

Feeling, but as a monarch ought to feel, 310 

Not for myself, but them. I’ll kiss the rod. 

And, having own’d the justice of my God, 

Myself with firmness to the rum give. 

And die with those for whom I wish to live. 

This, (but may Heaven's more merciful decrees 
Ne’er tempt his servant with such ills as these i) 

This, or my soul deceives me, I could bear ; 

But that the Stuart race my crown should wear. 

That crown, where, highly cherish’d, Fieedom shone 
Blight as the glories of the midday sun ; sco 

Boin and bied slaves, that they, with proud misrule. 
Should make brave freeborn men, like boys at school. 
To the whip crouch and tremble — Oh, that thought ' 
The labouring biain is e’en to madness brought 
By the dread vision ; at the mere surmise 
The thronging spirits, as in tumult, use ; 

My heart, as for a passage, loudly beats. 

And, turn me where I will, disti action meets. 
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0 mj biave fellows i great in arts and ai’ms, 329 
The wonder of the earth, whom glory warms 
To high achievements , -.can yonr spints benii, 

Through base control (ye i\ever can descend 
So low by choice) to wear a tyrant’s chain, 

Or let, in Freedom’s seat, a Stuart reign 1 
If Fame, who hath for ages, far and wide. 

Spread in all realms the cowardice, the piido. 

The tyranny and falsehood of those lords. 

Contents you not, search England’s fair records , 

England, where first the breath of life I drew. 

Where, next to Gotham, my best love is due ; uo 
There once they ruled, though ciush’d-by Wilham’s hand. 
They rule no more, to curse that happy land. 

The first, 1 who, from his native soil removed, 

Held England’s sceptre, a tame tyrant proved 

Virtue he lack’d, cursed with those thoughts which spring 

In souls of vulgar stamp, to be a king , 

Spirit he had not, though he laugh’d at laws. 

To play the bold-faced tyrant with applause , 

On practices most mean he raised his pnde. 

And Craft oft gave what Wisdom oft denied 350 

Ne’er could he feel how trul/ man is blest 
In blessing those around him ; in his breast, 

Crowded with follies. Honour found no room ; 

Mark’d for a coward in his mother’s womb. 

He was too proud without affronts to live, 

Too timorous to punish or forgive 

To gain a crown which had, in course of time, 

By fair descent, been his without a crime, 

He bore a mother’s exile ; to secure 
A greater crown, he basely could endure S80 


^ * First ’ James the First 
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The spilling of her blood by foreign knife, sei 

Nor dared levenge her death who gave him life 
Nay, by fond Fear, and fond Ambition led, 

Stiuck hands with those by whom hei blood was shed ^ 

Call’d up to power, scarce warn on England’s thione. 
He fill’d her court with beggais fiom his own 
Turn wheie you would, the eye with Scots was caught. 
Or English knaves, who would be Scotsmen thought 
To vain expense unbounded loose he gave, 

The dupe of mmions, and of slaves the slave , 370 

On false pretences mighty sums he laised. 

And damn’d those senates iich, whom poor he praised , 
From empire threwn, and doom’d to beg her biead. 

On foreign bounty whilst a daughter fed. 

He lavish’d sums, for her received, on men 
Whose names would fix dishonour on my pen 

Lies were his playthings, pailiaments his sport , 
Book-woims and catamites engross’d the couit . 

Yam of the scholar, like all Scotsmen since, 

The pedant scholar, he foigot the piince , 380 

And having with some trifles stored his biain, 

Ne’er leain’d, nor wish’d to learn, the ait to reign 
Enough he knew, to m£fke him vain and proud. 

Mock’d by the wise, the wonder of the ciowd , 

False fiiend, false son, false fathei,^ and false king, 
False wit, false statesman, and false everything. 

When he should act, he idly chose to prate. 

And pamphlets wrote, when he should save the state 
Religious, if religion holds in whim ; 

To talk with all, he let all talk with him ; sdo 

I ‘ Blood was shed ’ Secietary Cecil, who had been a bitter foe of Qneen 
Mary, and Jjeoame a farounte ot James — ^ ‘ False father ’ alluding to the 
death of the very pi omising Prince Henry, populaily supposed to have been 
hated and leraoved by Ins lather. 
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Not on God’s honour, but his own intent, 89 i 

Not for religion’s sake, but argument , 

More Tam if some sly, aitful High-Dutch sl&Te, 

Or, from the Jesuit school, some precious knaye 
Connction feign’d, than if,’ to peace restored 
By his full soldiership, worlds hail’d him loid 

Power was his wish, unbounded as his will, 

The power, without control, of doing ill , 

But what he wish’d, what he made bishops preach. 

And statesmen warrant, hung within his reach 400 
He dared not seize , Fear gave, to gall his piide. 

That freedom to the realm his will denied 

Of ti eaties fond, o’erweenmg of hig. parts, 

In eveiy treaty of his own mean arts 
He fell the dupe , peace was his cowaid care. 

E’en at a time when Justice call’d for war 
His pen he ’d draw to prore his lack of wit. 

But rather than unsheath the swoid, submit 
Truth faiily must lecord , and, pleased to hve 
In league with Mercy, Justice may forgiye 410 

Kingdoms betra/d, and woilds resign’d to Spam, 

But neyer can forgive a Raleigh slam. 

At length, (with white let Freedom mark that year) 
Not fear’d by those whom most he wish’d to fear, 

Not loved by those whom most he wish’d to lore. 

He went to answer for his faults above , 

To answer to that God, from whom alone 
He claim’d to hold, and to abuse the throne ; 

Leaving behind, a cuise to all his hue. 

The bloody legacy of Right Divine ^ 420 

"With many virtues which a radiance fling 
Round private men , with few which grace a king, 

^ ^ EigM Divme ’ see, as a per contra to tins fierce invective agamst poor 
‘ King Jamie,’ Scott’s ‘Eoi tunes of JSigeL’ 
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And speat fhe monarcL. ; at tliat time of life 423 
When Passion holds with Reason doubtful strife, 
Succeeded Charles, by a mean sire undone, 

Who enned virtue even in a son 

His youth -was fioward, turbulent, and wild , 

He took the Man up ere he left the Child , 

His soul was eager for imperial sway, 

Ere he had learn’d the lesson to obey 430 

Surrounded by a fawning, flattering throng. 

Judgment each day grew weak, and humour strong , 
Wisdom was 'treated as a noisome weed. 

And all his follies left to run to seed 

What ills fiom ?uch beginnings needs must spring l 
What ills to such a land from such a king ' 

What could she hope ' what had she not to fear i 
Base Buckingham 1 possess’d his youthful ear , 

Strafford and Laud, when mounted on the thione, 
Engross’d his love, and made him all their own , 440 

Strafford and Laud, who boldly dared avow 
The traitorous doctiine taught by Tories now , 

Each strove to undo him in his turn and hour. 

The first with pleasure, and the last with power 
Thinking (vain thoughV disgraceful to the throne ') 

That all mankind were made for kings alone , 

That subjects were but slaves , and what was wliira. 

Or worse, in common men, was law in him , 

Drunk with Prerogative, which Fate decreed 
To guard good kings, and tyrants to mislead , 450 

Which in a fair proportion to deny 
Allegiance dares not ; which to hold too high, 

No good can wish, no coward kmg can dare, 

And, held too high, no English subject bear , 


^ ‘Buckiiiglum ’ George Tillieis, Duke of Bnckmginm. 
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Besieged by mea of deep and subtle arts, 455 

Men void of piinciple, and damn’d with pacts, 

Who saw his weakness", made their king their tool. 

Then most a slave, when most he seem’d to lule , 

Taking all pubhc steps for private ends. 

Deceived by favouiites, whom he called fiiends, lao 
He had not strength enough of soul to hud 
That monarchs, meant as blessings to mankind. 

Sink their gieat state, and stamp their fame undone, 
When what was meint for all, they give to one. 

Listening uxorious whilst a woman’s pi ate ‘ 

Modell’d the chuich, and parcell’d out the state. 

Whilst (in the state not moie than women read) 
High-churchmen preach’d, and turn’d his pious head , 
Tutor’d to see with ministerial eyes , 

Forbid to hear a loyal nation’s ciies ; 47 0 

Made to beljieve (what can’t a favourite do 
He heard a nation, hearing one, or two , 

Taught by state-quacks himself secure to think. 

And out of danger e’en on danger’s bunk , 

Whilst power was daily cmmbhng from his hand, 

Whilst murmurs ran thiough ^n insulted land, 

As if to sanction tyrants Heaven was bound, 

He proudly sought the rum which he found 

Twelve years, twelve tedious and ingloiious yeais,'-* 
Did England, crush’d by power, and awed by fears, 4 so 
Whilst proud Oppiession struck at Freedom’s root, 
Lament her senates lost, her Hampden mute. 

Illegal taxes and oppressive loans. 

In spite of aU her pride, call’d forth her groans ; 
Patience was heard her griefs aloud to tell, 

And Loyalty was tempted to rebel. 

I ‘ Woman’s prate ’ Henrietta, the mtngamg Queen of Charles the Fust 

— ® ' Inglorious years ’ no paxliamaut was summoned from 162S tx) 1640 

h 
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Each day new acts of outrage shook the state, 4S7 
New courts ^ere raised to give new doctrines weight , 
State inquisitions kept the realin in awe, 

And cursed Star-Chambers made or ruled the law ; 

Juries were pack’d, and judges weie unsound , 

Thiough the whole kingdom not one Pratt was found 
From the first moments of his giddy youth 
He hated senates, for they told him truth 
At length, against his will compell’d to treat. 

Those whom he could not flight, he strove to cheat , 
With base dissembling every giievance heaid. 

And, often giving, often bioke his woid 
Oh, where shall hapless Truth for refuge fly. 

If kings, who should piotect hei, dare to lie 60 o 

Those who, the general good their real aim. 

Sought in their country’s good their monaich’s fame , 
Those who were anxious for his safety , those 
Who were induced by (Juty to oppose. 

Their truth suspected, and their woith unknown. 

He held as foes and traitors to his throne ; 

Nor found his fatal error till the horn 
Of saving him was gone and past , till power 
Had shifted hands, to blast his hapless reign. 

Making their faith and his repentance vain sio 

Hence {be that ciuse confined to Gotham’s foes ') 
War, dread to mention. Civil War arose , 

All acts of outrage, and all acts of shame. 

Stalk’d foith at large, disguised with Honour’s name ; 
Rebelhon, raising high her bloody hand, 

Spread universal havoc through the land ; 

With zeal for party, and with passion drunk, 

In public rage all private love was sunk , 

Friend against friend, brother ’gainst brother stood. 
And the son’s weapon drank the father’s blood ; 


520 
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Nature, aghast, and fearful lest her reign 521 

Should last no longei, bled in every vein 
Unhappy Stuart > harshly though that name 
Giates on my ear, I should have died with shame 
To see my king before his subjects stand, 

And at their bar hold up his loyal hand , 

At their commands to hear the monarch plead, 

By their deciees to see that monarch bleed. 

"What though thy faults weie many and were great ? 
What though they shhok the basis of the state ? sso 
In royalty secure thy person stood, 

And sacied was the fountain of thy blood. 

Vile ministers, who dared abuse their trust. 

Who dared seduce a king to be unjust, 

Vengeance, with Justice leagued, with Power made stiong, 
Had nobly crash’d — ‘ The king could do no wrong ’ 

Yet giievejnot, Chailes ’ nor thy hard foi tunes blame , 
They took thy hfe, but they secured thy fame 
Their gieatest crimes made thine like specks appear, 
Prom which the sun in gloiy is not clear 540 

Hadst thou in peace and years resign’d thy breath 
At Natuie’s call , hadst thou laid down in death 
As in a sleep, thy name, by Justice borne 
On the four winds, had been in pieces toin 
Pity, the virtue of a geneious soul, 

Sometimes the vice, hath made thy memory vhole 
Misfortunes gave what Viitue could not give, 

And bade, the tyrant slain, the martyi live 
Ye Princes of the eaith ' ye mighty few i 
Who, worlds subduing, can’t yourselves subdue ; sso 
Who, goodness scorn’d, wish only to be great 5 
Whose breath is blasting, and whose voice is fate , 

Wfio own no law, no reason, but your will. 

And scorn restraint, though ’tis from doing ill ; 
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Who of all passions groan beneath the "worst, 555 

Then only l^ss'd when they make others cursed , 

Think not, for wrongs like these, unscourged to live , 
Long may ye sin, and long may Heayen forgive , 

But when ye least expect, in sorrow’s day. 

Vengeance shall fall more heavy for delay ; seo 

Nor think that vengeance heap’d on you alone 
Shall (poor amends >) for injured worlds atone , 

No, like some base distemper, which remains. 

Transmitted from the tainted father’s veins, 

In the son’s blood, such broad and general crimes 
Shall call down vengeance e’en to latest times, 

Call vengeance down on all who bear your name. 

And make their portion bitterness and shame. 

From land to land for years compell’d to roam, 

Whilst Usurpation lorded it at home, 570 

Of maj'esty unmindful, forced to fly, 

Not daring, like a king, to reign or die. 

Recall’d to repossess his lawful throne. 

More at his people’s seeking than his own, 

Another Charles succeeded. In the school 
Of Travel he had leam’d to play the fool ; 

And, like pert pupils with dull tutors sent 
To shame their country on the Continent, 

From love of England by long absence wean’d, 

From every court he every foUy glean’d, sso 

And was — so close do evil habits cling — 

'M crown’d, a beggar ; and when crown’d, no kmg 

Those grand and general powers, which Heaven design’d, 
An instance ol his mercy to mankind. 

Were lost, in storms ol dissipation hurl’d. 

Nor would he give one houi to bless a world , 

Lighter than levity which stiides the blast. 

And, of the present fond, foigets the past. 
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Amboyna ^ stands — Gods ' that a king could hold 621 
In such high estimate vile paltry gold, 

And of his dSty be so careless found, 

That when the blood of subjects fiom the ground 
For vengeance call’d, he should reject their cry. 

And, bribed fiom honoui, lay his thunders by. 

Give Holland peace, whilst English victims groan’d. 

And butcher’d subjects wander’d unatoned ’ 

Oh, deal, deep injury to England’s fame, 

To them, to us, to all ' to him deep shame ' m 

Of all the passions which fiom frailty spring. 

Avarice is that which least becomes a king 

To crown the whole, scorning the public good. 

Which through his reign he little undei stood, 

Or little heeded, with too narrow aim 
He reassumed a bigot brother’s claim. 

And having made time-serving senates bow. 

Suddenly died — ^that brother best knew how 

No matter how — ^he slept amongst the dead, 

And James his brothei reigned in his stead eio 

But such a reign — so glaring an offence 
In every step ’gainst freedom, law, and sense, 

’Gainst all the rights of Nature’s general plan, 

’Gainst all which constitutes an Englishman, 

That the relation would mere fiction seem. 

The mock creation of a poet’s dream , 

And the poor bards would, in this sceptic age, 

Appear as false as their historian’s page 
Ambitious PoUy seized the seat of Wit, 

Christians were forced by bigots to submit , eso 

Pride without sense, without religion Zeal, 

Made daiing inroads on the Commonweal , 

1 ‘ Amboynar ’ where the Butch inflicted dreadful and unavenged cruelties on 
the Inglish This happened, however, in 1622, under James the First, not 
Charles the Second 
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Stem Peisecution raised her iron rod, 653 

And call’d the pride of kings, the power of God , 
Conscience and Fame were saciificed to Rpme, 

And England wept at’Fioedom’s sacred tomb 
Her laws despised, her constitution wiench’d 
Prom its due natuial fiame, her lights letiench’d 
Beyond a cowaid’s sufferance, conscience foiced, 

And healing Justice fiom the Crown diroiced, ooo 
Each moment pregnant with vile acts of power, 

Her patriot Bishops sentenced to the Tow^ei, 

Her Osfoid (who y’et loves the Stuait name) 

Bianded with arbitiary raaiks of shame, 

She wept — ^but wept not long to aims she flew. 

At Honoui’s call the avenging swoid she diew, 

Turn’d all her terrois on the tyi ant’s head. 

And sent him in despau to beg his bread , 

Whilst she, (may eveiy State in such distiess 
Dare with,such zeal, and meet with such succe'ss!) 67o 
Whilst she, (may Gotham, should my abject mind 
Choose to enslave rather than fiee mankind. 

Pursue her steps, tear the pioud tyiant down, 

Nor let me wear if I abuse the crown ?) 

Whilst she, (through every ^e, in eveiy land. 

Written m gold, let Revolution stand!) 

Whilst she, secured in liberty and law. 

Found what she sought, a saviour in Nassau 

Book III, 

Can the fond mother from herself depart '*■ ’■ 

Can she forget the darling of her heait, 

The little darling whom she bore and bred, 

Nursed on her knees, and at her bosom fed , 

^Isa xlix 15 
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To whom she seem’d her every thought to give, 5 
And m whose life alone she seem’d to live ^ 

Yes, from herself the mother may depart. 

She may foiget the darling of her heart. 

The little darhng whom she bore and bred, 

Nursed on her knees, and at her bosom fed, 10 

To whom she seem’d her every thought to give. 

And in whose life alone she seem’d to hve , 

But I cannot foiget, whilst life remains, 

And pours her current through these swelhng veins. 
Whilst Memory offers up at Reason’s shrine , 

But I cannot forget that Gotham ’s mine 
Can the stern mgther, than the brutes more wild, 
Fiom her disnatured breast tear her young chdd, 

Flesh of her flesh, and of her bone the bone, 

And dash the smiling babe against a stone 20 

Yes, the stern mother, than the brutes more wild. 

From her disnatured bieast may tear her child. 

Flesh of her flesh, and of her bone the bone. 

And dash the smiling babe against a stone , 

But I, (forbid it. Heaven i) but I can ne’er 
The love of Gotham from this bosom teai , 

Can ne’er so far true royalty pervert 
From its fair course, to do my people hurt 

With how much ease, with how much confidence — 
As if, supeiior to each grosser sense, 30 

Reason had only, in full power anay’d. 

To manifest her will, and be obey’d — 

Men make resolves, and pass into decrees 
The motions of the mind t with how much ease. 

In such lesolves, doth passion make a flaw. 

And bring to nothing what was raised to law 1 
In empire young, scarce warm on Gotham’s throne. 
The dangers and the sweets of power unknown, 
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Pleased, though I scaice knour why, like some young child. 
Whose little senses each new toy turns wild, 40 

How do I hold sweet tlalhance with my crown. 

And wanton with dominion, how lay down, 

Without the sanction of a piecedent. 

Rules of most bige and absolute extent ; 

Rules, which from sense of public Tirtue spring. 

And all at once commence a Patriot King > 

But, for the day of tiial is at hand. 

And the whole foitupes of a mighty land 
Are staked on me, and all them weal or woe 
Must from my good or evil conduct flow, so 

Will I, or can I, on a fair review. 

As I assume that name, deserve it too 
Have I well weigh’d the gieat, the noble part 
I ’m now to play ^ have I explored my heart, 

That labyrinth of fraud, that deep daik cell. 

Where, unsuspected e’en by me, may dwell 
Ten thousand follies have I found out theie 
What I am fit to do, and what to bear 
Have I traced every passion to its rise, 

Nor spared one lurking seed of tieacherous vice ^ eo 
Have I familiar with my nature gi’own ^ 

And am I fairly to myself made known ^ 

A Patriot King * — ^why, ’tis a name which beais 
The more immediate stamp of Heaven , which wears 
The nearest, best resemblance we can show 
Of God above, through all his woiks below 
To still the voice of Discord in the land ; 

To make weak Faction’s discontented band, 

Detected, weak, and mumbling to decay. 

With hunger pinch’d, on their own vitals prey , ro 
Like brethren, in the self-same interests wamfd, 

Like different bodies, with one soul mform’d , 
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To make a nation, nobly raised above 

All meaner thought, grow up in common love ; 

To give the Ta-ws due vigour, and-to hold 
That secret balance, temperate, yet bold. 

With such an equal hand, that those who fear 
May yet approve, and own my justice clear , 

To be a common father, to secure 

The weak from violence, from pride the poor , 

Vice and her sons to banish in disgrace. 

To make Corruption diead to show^her face , 

To bid afflicted Virtue take new state, 

And be at last acquainted with the great , 

Of all religions to 'elect the best, 

Nor let her priests be made a standing jest , 
Rewards for worth with liberal hand to caive, 

To love the arts, nor let the artists starve , 

To make fan Plenty through the realm increase. 
Give fame in war, and happiness in peace " 

To see my people virtuous, great, and free. 

And know that ail those blessings flow fiom me , 
Oh ' ’tis a joy too exquisite, a thought 
Which flatters Nature more than flattery ought , 
’Tis a great, gloiious task, for man too hard , 

But no less great, less glorious the reward, 

The best reward which here to man is given, 

Tis more than earth, and little short of heaven , 
A task (if such comparison may be) . 

The same in Nature, diffeiing m degree. 

Like that w'hich God, on whom for aid I call, 
Performs with ease, and yet poifoims to all 
How much do they mistake, how little know 
Of kings, of kmgdoms, and the pains which flow 
Prom royalty, who fancy that a crown, 

Because it glistens, must be Imed with down ' 
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With outside show, and vam appearance caught, lor 
They look no further, and, by Folly taught. 

Prize high the toys of thrones, but never find 
One of the many caies wl;ich lurk behind 
The gem they worship which a ciown adorns, 

Nor once suspect that crown is lined with thoins 
Oh, might Reflection Folly’s place supply, 

"Would we one moment use her piercing eye, 

Then should we find what woe fiom giandeur spiiiigs, 
And learn to pity, not to envy kings > 

The villagei, born humbly and bied haid, 

Content his wealth, and Poverty his guard. 

In action simply just, in conscience cfear, 

By guilt untainted, undisturb ’d by fear, 120 

His means but scanty, and his wants but few, 

Labour his business, and his pleasure too, 

Enjoys more comforts in a single hour 
Than ages ^ve the wretch condemn’d to powei 
Call’d up by health, he uses with the day, 

And goes to woik, as if he went to play, 

Whistling off toils, one half of which might make 
The stoutest Atlas of a palace quake , 

’Gainst heat and cold, which fliake us cowards faint, 
Harden’d by constant use, without complaint iso 

He bears what we should think it death to bear , 

Short are his meals, and homely is his fare , 

His thirst he slakes at some pure neighbounng brook, 
Nor asks for sauce where appetite stands cook 
When the dews fall, and when the sun retires 
Behind the mountains, when the village fires, 

Which, waken’d all at once, speak supper nigh, 

At distance catch, and fix his longing eye, 

Homeward he hies, and with his manly brooH 
Of raw-boned cubs enjoys that clean, coame food, ho 
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Whicli, season’d mth good-liuinour, his fond bride ui 
’Gainst his return is happy to proTide , 

Then, fiee from care, and free from thought, he creeps 
Into his straw, and till the morning sleeps 
Not so the king — with anxious cares oppress’d 
His bosom labouis, and admits not rest ■* 

A glorious wretch, he sweats beneath the weight 
Of majesty, and gives up ease for state. 

E’en when his smiles, which, by the fools of pride. 

Are treasured and preserved from pide to side, iso 
Fly round the court, e’en when, compell’d by form, 

He seems most calm, his soul is m a storm 
Care, like a spectrb, seen by him alone, 

With all her nest of vipers, round his throne 
By day crawls full in view , when Night bids sleep, 
Sweet nurse of Nature ^ o’er the senses creep , 

When Misery herself no more complains, 

And slaves, if possible, forget their chains { 

Though his sense weakens, though his eyes grow dim. 
That rest which comes to aU, comes not to him. leo 
E’en at that hour. Care, tyrant Oaie, forbids 
The dew of sleep to fall upon his hds , 

From night to night she batches at his bed ; 

Now, as one moped, sits brooding o’er his head , 

Anon she starts, and, borne on raven’s wings. 

Cloaks forth aloud — ‘Sleep was not made for kings ' ’ 
Thrice hath the moon, who governs this vast ball. 
Who rules most absolute o’er me and all ; 

To whom, by fall conviction taught to bow, 

At new, at full, I pay the duteous vow ; 170 

Thrice hath the moon her wonted course pursued, 
Thnce hath she lost her form, and thrice renew’d. 
Since, (bless’d be that season, for before 
I was a mere, mere mortal, and no more, 
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One of the herd, a lump of common clay, i7s 

Inform’d -with life, to die and pass away) 

Since I became a king, and Gotham’s thione. 

With full and ample pow§r, became my own , 

Thnce hath the moon her wonted course pursued. 
Thrice hath she lost her form, and thnce lenew’d, iso 
Since sleep, kind sleep ’ -sho like a fiiend supplies 
Few Yigour for new toil, hath closed these eyes 
For, if my toils are answer’d with success, 

And I am made an* instrument to bless 
The people whom I love, shall I repine ; 

Theirs be the benefit, the labour mine 
Mindful of that high lank in whitli I stand. 

Of millions lord, sole ruler in the land. 

Let me, — and Reason shall her aid afford, — 

Rule my own spirit, of myself be loid. iso 

With an ill grace that monarch wears his crown. 

Who, stern and hard of nature, wears a frown 
’Gainst faults in other men, yet all the while 
Meets his own Tices with a partial smile 
How can a king (yet on record we find 
Such kings have been, such curses of mankind) 

Enforce that law ’gainst some? poor subject elf 

Which conscience tells him he hath broke himself 

Can he some ^etty rogue to justice call 

For robbing one, when he himself robs all ? 200 

Must not, unless extinguish’d, Conscience fly 

Into his cheek, and blast his fading ey^ 

To scourge the oppressor, when the State, distress’d 
And sunk to ruin, is by him oppress’d 
Against himself doth he not sentence give ; 

If one must die, t’ other’s not fit to live 
Weak is that throne, and m itself unsourid. 

Which takes not sohd Tirtue for its ground 
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All envy power in others, and complain 
Of that which they would peiish to obtain. 

Nor can those spiiits, turbulent and hold, 

Not to be awed by threats, nop bought with gold. 

Be hush’d to peace, hut when fair legal sway 
Makes it their real interest to obey , 

When kings, and none but fools can then rebel. 

Not less in virtue, than in power, excel 
Be that my object, that my constant care, 

And may my soul’s best wishes centre theie , 

Be it my task to seek, nor seek in vain, 

Not only how to live, but how to leign , 

And to those virtues which from Reason spring. 
And grace the man, join those which grace the king 
First, (for strict duty bids my caie extend 
And reach to all who on that care depend, 

Bids me with servants keep a steady hand. 

And watch o’er all my proxies in the land) " 

First, (and that method Reason shall suppoit) 
Before I look into, and purge my couit. 

Before I cleanse the stable of the State, 

Let me fix things which to myself relate 
That done, and all accounts well settled here. 

In resolution firm, in honour clear. 

Tremble, ye slaves ' who dare abuse yout" trust, 
Who dare be villains, when your king is just 
Are there, amongst those of&cers of state, 

To whom our sacred power we delegate, 

Who hold our place and ofBice in the realm, 

Who, in our name commission’d, guide the helm , 
Aie there, who, tiusting to our love of ease, 
Oppress our subjects, wrest our just decrees. 

And make the laws, waip’d from their fair intent, 
To speak a language which they never meant , 



GOTHAM 


175 


Aie there such men, and can the fools depend 243 
On holding out in safety to their end ^ 

Can they so much, fiou> thoughts of danger tiee, 
Deceive themselves, so much misdeem of me, 

To think that I -will piove a statesman’s tool. 

And live a stranger wheie I ought to rule ^ 

What t to myself and to my state unjust. 

Shall I from ministers take things on trust, sio 

And, sinking low the ciedit of my throne. 

Depend upon depend^mts of my own ^ 

Shall I, — most ceitain source of futuie cares, — 

Not use my judgment, but depend on theirs ^ 

Shall I, true puppet-like, be mock’d with state. 

Have nothing but the name of being great , 

Attend at councils which I must not weigh , 

Do what they bid, and what they dictate, saj , 

Emobed, and hoisted up into my chair, 

Only to be a'loyal cipher theie ^ 26o 

Peiish the thought — ^’tis treason to my throne — 

And who but thinks it, could his thoughts be known 
Insults me more than he, who, leagued with Hell, 

Shall use in aims, and ’gainst my crown lebel 
The wicked statesman, whos® false heart pursues 
A tram of guilt , who acts with double views, 

And weais a double face , whose base designs 
Stiike at his monaich’s throne ; who undermines 
E’en whilst he seems his wishes to support , 

Who seizes all departments , packs a couit , sro 

Maintains an agent on the judgment-seat, 

To screen his crimes, and make his frauds complete , 
New-models armies, and around the throne 
Will suffer none but creatures of his own. 

Conscious of such his baseness, well may try, * 

Against the light to shut his master’s eye, 
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To keep him coop’d, and far removed from those 277 
Who, brave aad honest, dare his ciimes disclose, 

Nor ever let him in one place appear. 

Where truth, unwelcome tiuth, may wound his eai. 

Attempts hke these, well weigh’d, themselves proclaim, 
And, whilst they publish, balk their author’s aim 
Kings must be blind into such snares to run, 

Or, worse, with open eyes must be undone 
The minister of honesty and woith 
Demands the day to bring his actions foith , 

Galls on the sun to shine with fiercer rays. 

And braves that tiial which must end in praise 
None fly the dayi and seek the shades of night. 

But those whose actions cannot beai the light , 290 

None wish their king in ignorance to hold 
But those who feel that knowledge must unfold 
Their hidden gudt ; and, that dark mist dispell’d 
By which their places and their hves are held. 

Confusion wart them, and, by Justice led. 

In vengeance fall on every traitor’s head. 

Aware of this, and caution’d ’gainst the pit 
Where kings have oft been lost, shall I submit. 

And rust m chains like these ^ shall I give way. 

And whilst my helpless subjects fall a prey soo 

To power abused, in ignorance sit down; 

Nor dare assert the honour of my crown ^ 

When stern Rebellion, (if that odious name 
Justly belongs to those whose only aim. 

Is to preserve their country , who oppose. 

In honour leagued, none but their countiy’s foes , 

Who only seek their own, and found their cause 
In due legard for violated laws) 

When stem Rebelhon, who no longer fepls 

Nor fears rebuke, a nation at her heels, sio 
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A nation up in arms, though strong not proud, 311 
Knocks at the palace gate, and, calling loud 
For due lediess, presents, from Truth’s fam pen, 

A list of wrongs, not to b? borne bj men 
How must that king be humbled, how disgrace 
All that IS roj^l in his name and place, 

Who, thus call’d foith to answer, can advance 
No other plea but that of ignoiance ’ 

A Tile defence, which, was his all at stake. 

The meanest subject well might blush to make , 3so 
A filthy souice, fiom whence shame ever springs , 

A stain to all, but most a stain to kinra. 

The soul Tith gieat and manly feelings warm’d, 

Panting for knowledge, rests not till inform’d , 

And shall not I, fired with the glorious zeal. 

Feel those brave passions which my subjects feel ^ 

Or can a just excuse from ignorance flow 
To me, whose fiirst great duty is — to know 1 
Hence, Ignorance ' — ^thy settled, duU, blank eye 
Would huit me, though I knew no reason why. 330 
Hence, Ignorance ' — thy slavish shackles bind 
The free-born soul, and lethargise the mind. 

Of thee, begot by Pride, who look’d with scorn 
On every meanei match, of thee was bom 
That grave inflexibility of soul. 

Which Reason can’t convince, nor Pear control , 

Which neither arguments nor piayers can reach, 

And nothing less than utter rum teach. 

Hence, Ignorance > — hence to that depth of night 
Where thou wast bora, where not one gleam of light sio 
May wound thme eye— hence to some dreary ceU 
Where monks with superstition love to dwell ; 

Or in some college soothe thy lazy pnd^ 

And with the heads of colleges reside ; 
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Fit mate foi Royalty thou caust not be, 

And if no mate for kings, no mate for me 

Come, Stu^y' like a torient sv^ell’d with rams, 
Which, rushing down the mountains, o’er the plains 
Spreads horror wide, and yet, in horror kind. 

Leaves seeds of future fruitfulness behind'. 

Come, Study t — painful though thy course, and slow, 
Thy real woith by thy effects we know — 

Parent of Knowledge, come ' — Not thee I call, 

Who, grave and dull, in college or in hall 
Dost sit, all solemn sad, and moping weigh 
Things which, when found, thy labours can’t lepay — 
Nor, in one hand, nt emblem of thy trade, 

A rod , m t’ other, gaudily array’d, 

A hornbook gilt and letter’d, call I thee. 

Who dost in foim preside o’er A, B, C . 

Nor (siren though thou ait, and thy strange chaims. 
As ’twere by magic, lure men to thine arms) 

Do I call thee, who, through a winding maze, 

A labyrinth of puzzling, pleasing ways. 

Dost lead us at the last to those rich plains, 

Where, in full glory, leal Science reigns , 

Fair though thou art, and" lovely to mine eye. 
Though full rewards in thy possession lie 
To crown man’s wish, and do thy favourites grace , 
Though (was I station’d in an humbler place) 

I could be ever happy in thy sight. 

Toil with thee all the day, and through the night. 
Toil on from watch to watch, bidding my eye. 

Fast rivetted on Science, sleep defy ; 

Yet (such the hardships which from empire flow) 
Must I thy sweet society forego, 

And to sofhe happy rival’s arms resign 
Those charms which can, alas ! no more be mine i 
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No moie fiom liour to liour, fiom day to day, o's 
Shall I puisue thy steps, and urge my %i'ay^ 

Where eager love of science calls , no more 
Attempt those paths which man ne’er trod before ; 

No more, the mountain scaled, the desert cross’d. 

Losing myself" nor knoiinng I uas lost, 

Trarel through woods, through Milds, from morn to night, 
From night to morn, yet travel with delight. 

And having found thee, lay me down content, 

Own all my’' toil u eR paid, my time well spent 
Farewell, ye Muses too' — for such mean things 
Must not presume to dwell with migljty Lings — CjO 

Farewell, ye Muses ' though it cuts my heart 
E’en to the quick, w’e must for ever part 

When the fresh morn bade lusty Nature wake , 

When the buds, sweetly twittering through the brake, 
Tune their soft pipes , ci’hen, from the ueighboiumg bloor 
Sipping the dew, each zephyr stole perfume , 

When all things with new vigour were inspired, 

And seem’d to say they never could be tired , 

How often have we stray’d, -whilst sportive rhyme 
Deceived the way and clipp’d the wings of Time, m 
O’er lull, o’er dale , how ofteil laugh’d to sec, 

Yom selves made visible to none but me. 

The clown, his w orks suspended, gape and stare, 

And seem to thmk that I conversed with au‘* 

When the sun beating on the parched soil, 

Seem’d to proclaim an inteival of toil , 

When a faint langoui ciept through eveiy breast. 

And things most used to labour w ish’d for rest, 

IIow’ often, underneath a reverend oak, 

Where safe, and feailess of the impious stioke, 410 
Some sacred Dryad lived ; or in some grove,* 

Where, w'lth capacious fingeis, Fancy -wove 
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Her faiiy bower, wbilst Nature all tbe while 413 

Look’d ou, and Tiew’d her mockeries with a smile, 

Have we hel^ converse sweet I How often laid. 

Fast by the Thames, in Ham’s inspiimg shade. 

Amongst those poets which make up your tram, 

And, after death, pour foith the sacied strain. 

Have I, at your command, in verse grown gray. 

But not impair’d, heard Diyden tune that lay 420 
Which might have diawn an angel from his sphere, 

And kept him fiom his office listening heie ’ 

When dieary Night, with Morpheus in her tram. 

Led on by Silence to resume her leign, 

With daikness covering, as with a lobe. 

The scene of levity, blank’d half the globe , 

How oft, enchanted with your heavenly strains. 

Which stole me from myself, which in soft chains 
Of music bound my soul ; how oft have I, 

Sounds moie than human floating through the sky, 430 
Attentive sat, whilst Night, against her will. 
Transported with the harmony, stood still t 
How oft in raptures, which man scarce could bear. 

Have I, when gone, still thought the Muses there ; 

StiU heard their music, and, as mute as death. 

Sat all attention, diew in every breath, 

Lest, breathing all too ludely, I should Wound, 

And mar that magic excellence of sound , 

Then, Sense returning with return of day. 

Have chid the Night, which fled so fast away t 440 
Such my pursuits, and such my joys of yore. 

Such were my mates, but now my mates no more 
Placed oat of Envy’s walk, (for Envy, sure, 

Would never haunt the cottage of the poor, 

Would nevhr stoop to wound my homespun lays) 

With some few friends, and some small share of praise, 
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Beneath oppression, undistmb’d by strife, 447 

In peace I tiod the humble vale of life. 

Farewell, these scenes of ease, this tianquil state , 
"Welcome the troubles which on empiie iiait > 

Light toys from this day forth I disaiow , 

They pleased me once, but cannot suit me now 
To common men all common things are fiee, 

What honouis them, might fix disgiace on me 
Call’d to a thione, and o’er a mighty laud 
Ordain’d to rule, my'head, my heait, my hand, 

Aie all engross’d , each private view withstood, 

And task’d to labour for the public gqod 
Be this my study , to this one great end 
May every thought, may every action tend 5 4 co 

Let me the page of History turn o’ei. 

The instructive page, and heedfully explore 
What faithful pens of former times ha\e wrote 
Of former kings , what they did wmithy note. 

What worthy blame , and fiom the sacred tomb 
Where righteous monarchs sleep, where laurels bloom. 
Unhurt by Time, let me a garland twine. 

Which, robbing not their fame, may add to mine. 

Nor let me with a vain and idle eye 
Glance o’er those scenes, and m a himy fly, 470 

Quick as the post, which travels day and night , 

Nor let me dwell there, lured by false delight , 

And, into barren theory betray’d. 

Forget that monarchs are for action made. 

When amorous Spiing, repairing all his charms, 

Calls Nature forth from hoary Wintei’s arms. 

Where, like a virgin to some lecher sold. 

Three wretched months she lay benumb’d, and cold , 
When the weak flower, which, shrinkmg from the bieath 
Of the rude Noith, and timorous of death, 480 
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To its tind motlier caith for shelter fled, 48i 

And on her bosom hid its tender head, 

Peeps foith afiesh, and, cheei’d by mildci slies, 

Bids m full splendour all hei beauties use , 

The lure is up in aims — expert to teach, 

Kor, proudly, to he taught univilling, each 
Seems from her fellow a new zeal to catch , 

Strength in her limbs, and on her wings dispatch. 

The bee goes foith , fiom heib to herb she flies, 489 
Fiom flower to flower, and loads hea labouung thighs 
With treasured sweets, robbing those flowers, which, left, 
Find not themselves made poorer by the theft. 

Their scents as lively, and their looks as fair. 

As if the pillager had not been there 
We’er doth she flit on Pleasure’s silken wing , 

Ne’er doth she, loitering, let the bloom of Spring 
TJmifled pass, and on the downy breast 
Of some fair flower indulge untimely rest , 

Ne’er doth she, drinking deep of those rich dews 
Which chemist Night prepared, that faith abuse too 
Due to the hive, and, selfish in her toils, 

To her own private use convert the spoils 
Love of the stock fiist call’d her foith to loain, 

And to the stock she brings her booty home. 

Be this my pattern — as becomes a kirfg. 

Let me fly all abroad on Reason’s wing , 

Let mine eye, like the lightning, through the eai’th 
Run to and fro, nor let one deed of woith, 

In any place and time, nor let one man. 

Whose actions may eniich dominion’s plan, 5io 

Escape my note , be all, from the first day 
Of Natuie to this hour, be all my prey. 

From thosd whom Time, at the desiie of Fame, 

Hath spared, let Virtue catch an equal flame , 
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Fiom those -tvho, not m nieicy, but in rage, sis 

Time hath reprieved, to damn fiom age towage, 

Let me take wainmg, lesson’d to distil. 

And, imitating Heaven, diavr good fiom ill. 

Hoi let these great reseaiches, in my bieast 
A monument of useless labour rest ; sio 

Ho — ^let them spiead — ^the effects let Gotham shaie. 
And leap the harvest of their monaich’s caie 
Be other times, and other countiies known, 

Only to give fiesh biessings to my own 
Let me, (and may that God to whom I fly. 

On whom foi needful succour I rely , 

In this gieat hour, that gloiious God of truth, 

Through whom I leign, in mercy to my joutb. 

Assist my weakness, and diiect me right , 

Fiom eveiy speck which hangs upon the sight sao 
Puige my inind’s eye, nor let one cloud lemain 
To spiead the shades of Erior o’er my brain ') 

Let me, impartial, with unweaiied thought. 

Try men and things , let me, as monarchs oughL 
Examine well on what my power depends ; 

What aie the general piinciples and ends 
Of government , how empire first began ; 

And wheiefore man was raised to leign o’ei man 
Let me considei, as from one great source 
We see a thousand nvers take then course, 540 

Dispersed, and into diffeient channels led. 

Yet by their parent still supplied and fed. 

That Government, (though branch’d out fai and wide. 
In vaiious modes to vaiious lands applied) 

Howe’er it diffeis m its outward fiame, 

In the mam groundwork ’s every where the same , 

The same her view, though different her plan. 

Her grand and general view — the good of man 
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Let me find out, by Reason’s sacred beams, 549 
What systein in itself most perfect seems. 

Most worthy man, most likely to "conduce 
To all the purposes of general, use , 

Let me find, too, where, by fan Reason tried. 

It fails, when to particulars applied , 

Why in that mode all nations do not join. 

And, chiefly, why it cannot suit with mine 
Let me the gradual rise of empires trace. 

Till they seem founded on Peifectioo’s base , 

Then (for when human things have made their way 
To excellence, they hasten to decay) m 

Let me, whilst Observation lends her clue 
Step after step to their decline pursue. 

Enabled by a chain of facts to tell 
Not only how they rose, but why they fell 
Let me not only the distempers know 
Which in all states from common causes grow. 

But likewise those, which, by the will of Fate, 

On each peculiar mode of empire wait ; 

Which in its very constitution lurk. 

Too sure at last to do its destined work sro 

Let me, forewarn’d, each Sign, each symptom leain. 
That I my people’s danger may discern. 

Ere ’tis too late wish’d health to reassure,' 

And, if it can be found, find out a cure 

Let me, (though great, grave brethren of the gown 
Preach all Faith up, and preach all Reason down. 
Making those jar w'hom Reason meant to join. 

And vesting m themselves a nght divine). 

Let me, through Reason’s glass, with seaiching eye, 

Into the depth of that religion pry sso 

Which law nath sanction’d ; let me find out theie 
What’s form, what’s essence , what, hke vagiant air. 
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We well may change , and what, without a crime, sss 
Cannot be changed to the last hour of time 
ISTor let me sulfei that outiageous zeal 
Which, without knowledge, fmious bigots feel, 

Fair m pietence, though at the heait unsound, 

These sepai ate' points at random to confound 

The times hare been when priests haye daied to tiead, 
Pioud and insulting, on their monarch’s head ; 590 

When, whilst they made religion a pretence. 

Out of the world they banish’d common-sense ; 

When some soft king, too open to deceit. 

Easy and unsuspecting join’d the cheat. 

Duped by mock piety, and gave his name 
To serve the vilest purposes of shame 
Fear not, my people ' where no cause of fear 
Can justly rise — ^your king secuies you heie , 

Your king, who scorns the haughty pi date’s nod, 

Nor deems the voice of piiests the voice of God 600 
Let me, (though lawyers may perhaps forbid 
Then monarch to behold what they wish hid, 

And for the purposes of knavish gain. 

Would have their trade a mystery remain) 

Let me, disdaining all such sla 7 ish awe. 

Dive to the very bottom of the law , 

Let me (the w 6 ak, dead letter left behind) 

Search out the principles, the spmt hnd, 

TiU, from the parts, made master of the whole, 

I see the Constitution’s very soul 610 

Let me, (though statesmen will no doubt resist, 

And to my eyes present a feaifid list 
Of men, whose wills are opposite to mine. 

Of men, great men, determined to resign) 

Let me, (with firmness, which becomes a king. 

Conscious from what a source my actions spnng. 
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Determined not by woilds to be withstood, 

When my giand object is my countiy’s good) 
llmaTel all low ministerial scenes, 

Destroy their jobs, lay baie t|jeir ways and means. 
And track them step by step , let me well know 
How places, pensions, and preferments go , 

Why Guilt’s provided foi when Woith is not, 

And why one man of merit is forgot , 

Let me in peace, in war, supreme preside, 

And dare to know my way without a guide 
Let me, (though Dignity, by natuie proud. 
Retires fiom view, and swells behind a cloud, — 
As if the sun shone with less powerful lay. 

Less grace, less gloiy, shining every day, — 
Though when she comes forth into public sight, 
Unbending as a ghost, she stalks upright. 

With such an air as we have often seen. 

And often laugh’d at, in a tragic queen. 

Nor, at her presence, though base myriads crook 
The supple knee, vouchsafes a single look) 

Let me, (aU vain paiade, all empty piide. 

All terrors of dominion laid aside. 

All ornament, and needlfess helps of ait. 

All those big looks, which speak a little heart) 
Know (which few kings, alas ! have evef known) 
How Affability becomes a tlirone. 

Destroys all fear, bids Love with Reveience live. 
And gives those graces Pride can never give 
Let the stern tyrant keep a distant state, 

And, hating all men, fear return of hate. 
Conscious of guilt, retreat behind his throne. 
Secure from all upbraidings but his own . 

Let all mf subjects have access to me, 

Be mi ears open, as my heart is free , 
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In full fau' tide let information floir , 651 

That eril is half cured, -ffhose cause we Inow 
And thou, where’er thou ait, thou wretched thing, 
TTho ait afraid to look up to a king. 

Lay by thy feais , make but thy gricyancc plain. 

And, if I not redress thee, may my reign 
Close up that Tory moment To pi event 
The couise of Justice from her vam intent. 

In vain my nearest, dealest fiiond shall plead. 

In yam my mother l^neel , my soul may bleed, S60 
But must not change "When Justice drays the dait. 
Though it IS doom’d to pierce a favourite’s heart, 

’Tis mine to give it force, to give it aim — 

I know it duty, and I feel it fame 


THE AHTHORJ 

Acchesed the man, whom Fate ordains, in spite. 

And cniel parents teach, to read and write ! 

What need of letters wheiefoie should v e spell ^ 

Why write our names ? A mark will do as well 
Much aie the precious hours of youth misspent. 

In chrabing Leainmg’s rugged, steep ascent , 

When to the top the bold adventurer ’s got. 

He reigns, vam monarch, o’er a barren spot 
Whilst in the vale of Ignorance below. 

Folly and Vice to rank luxuiiance grow ; lo 

Honours and wealth pour m on every side. 

And proud Pi efeimcnt rolls her golden tide. 

‘ ‘The Author ’ pnlilisheil in 17(55 For this poem and ‘Tlie Dmllist,' 

dliiiixliill received £4C0 
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O’er crabbed autbois bfe’s gay prime to waste, 13 
To cramp wild genius in the chains of taste, 

To bear the "^slavish diudgery of schools, 

And tamely stoop to every pedant’s rules , 

For seven long years debarr’d of liberal ease. 

To plod in college trammels to degrees , 

Beneath the weight of solemn toys to groan, 

Sleep over books, and leave mankind unknown , 20 

To praise each senior blockhead’s threadbare tale. 

And laugh till leason blush, and spjrits fail , 

Manhood with vile submission to disgiace. 

And cap the fool, whose merit is his place, 
Vice-Chancellors, whose knowledge is but small. 

And Chancellors, who nothing know at all 
Ill-biook’d the generous spiiit in those days 
When learning was the ceitain road to praise. 

When nobles, with a love of science bless’d. 

Approved in others what themselves possess’d so 

But now, when Dulness rears aloft her thione. 

When lordly vassals her wide empiie own , 

When Wit, seduced by Envy, starts aside. 

And basely leagues with Ignorance and Pride ; 

What, now, should temptr us, by false hopes misled, 
Learning’s unfashionable paths to tread ; 

To bear those labours which our fathers bore, 

That crown withheld, which they in tiiumph wore ^ 
When with much pains this boasted learning ’s got, 
’Tis an affiont to those who have it not ; 40 

In some it causes hate, in others fear, 

Instructs our foes to rail, our fi lends to sneer 
With prudent haste the worldly-minded fool 
Forgets the little which he learn’d at school . 

The elder brother, to vast fortunes bom. 

Looks on all science with an eye of scorn ; 
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Dependent brethren the same features wear, 47 

And younger sons aie stupid as the heir 
In senates, at the bar,sin chiuch and state,' 

Genius is vile, and leaining out of date 

Is this — oh, death to think I — ^is this the land 
Where Meiit and Reward went hand in hand'? 

Where heioes, paient-hke, the poet view’d, 

By whom they saw their glorious deeds renew’d 
Where poets, tiue to honour, tuned their lays. 

And by their patroqs sanctified their praise ■? 

Is this the land, wheie, on our Spenser’s tongue, 
Enamoui’d of his voice, Desciiption hung ? 

Where Jonson rigid Giavity beguiled, 

Whilst Reason thiough her ciitic fences smiled^ eo 
Where Nature listening stood whilst Shakspeare play’d. 
And wonder’d at the work herself had made 
Is this the land, wheie, mindful of her charge 
And office high, fan Freedom walk’d at large ? 

Where, finding in our laws a suie defence. 

She mock’d at all restraints, but those of sense ^ 

Wheie, Health and Honour trooping by hei side. 

She spread her sacred empire far and wide , 

Pointed the way, Affliction todiegmle. 

And bade the face of Sorrow wear a smile ; 7o 

Bade those, who dare obey the generous call. 

Enjoy her blessings, which God meant for all ^ 

Is this the land, wheie, m some tyrant’s reign, 

When a weak, wicked, ministerial train. 

The tools of power, the slaves of interest, plann’d 
Their country’s ruin, and with bribes unmann’d 
Those wretches, who, ordain’d in Freedom’s cause. 

Gave up our liberties, and sold our laws , 

When Power was taught by Meanness wherS to go. 

Nor dared to love the virtue of a foe ; 


80 
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When, like a lepious plague, fiom tlie foul head 8 i 
To the foul heart her soies Coiruption spread , 

Her iron aim when stem Oppiesaon reai’d, 

And Viitue, from hei broad base shaken, feai’d 
The scourge of Vice , when, impotent and vain. 

Poor Pieedom bow’d the neck to Slavei/s chain ^ 

Is this the land, wheie, in those worst of times, 

The haidy poet raised his honest ihymos 
To diead lebuke, and bade Coutiolment speak 
In guilty blushes ou the villain’s cheek , 90 

Bade Power turn pale, kept mighty logues in awe. 

And made them feai the Muse, who feai’d not law^ ^ 
How do I laugh, when men of naiiow souls, 

Whom Folly guides, and Piejudice controls , 

Who, one duE drowsy tiack of business trod. 

Worship their Mammon, and neglect their God , 

Who, bieathing by one musty set of lules. 

Dote from their bnth, and are by system fools , 

Who, form’d to dulness from then veiy youth, 

Lies of the day piefei to gospel tiutli ; 100 

Pick up their little knowledge fiom Reviews, 

And lay out all then stock of faith m news , 

How do I laugh, when creatuies, form’d like these. 
Whom Reason scorns, and I should blush to please, 

Rail at all libeial aits, deem verse a ciirfie. 

And hold not tiuth, as tiuth, if told in ihjme ' 

How do I laugh, when Publius,' hoaiy giown 
In zeal for Scotland’s welfare, and his own, 

By slow degiees, and couise of oilce, diawn 

In mood and figure at the helm to yawn, 110 

Too mean (the worst of cuises Heaven can send) 

To have a foe, too proud to have a friend , 


’ ^Pubhufi ’ Smollett 
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Biiing bj foim, ^vhich blockheads sacred bold, 113 
Ne’er making new faults, and ne’er mending old. 
Rebukes my spiiit, bids, the daiing Muse ’ 

Subjects moie equal to her iseakness choose ; 

Bids her fiequent the haunts of humble swains. 

Nor daie to tiaffic in ambitious strains , 

Bids her, indulging the poetic whim 

In quaint- wi ought ode, or sonnet peitlj tnm, 120 

Along the chuich-way path complain with Giay, 

Or dance with Mason on the fiist of May ! 

‘ All sacied is the name and powei of kings , 

All states and statesmen aie those mighty things 
Which, howsoe’ei they out of couise may loll. 

Were neyei made for poets to contiol ’ 

Peace, peace, thou dotard ' nor thus vilely deem 
Of sacied numbers, and their power blaspheme 
I tell thee, wretch, seaich all cieation louiid. 

In earth, in hteaven, no subject can be found iso 

{Our God alone except) above whose height 

The poet cannot rise, and hold his state 

The blessed saints above in numbers speak 

The praise of God, though there all praise is ireak , 

In numbers here below the baid shall teach 
Virtue to soar beyond the villain’s reach ; 

Shall tear his labouring lungs, stiain his hoarse thioat, 
And raise his voice beyond the tiumpet’s note, 

Should an afflicted countiy, awed by men 

Of slavish principles, demand his pen ho 

This is a great, a glorious point of view. 

Fit for an English poet to puisue , 

Undaunted to pursue, though, in return. 

Ills writings by the common hangman bam 
How do I laugh, when men, by fortune placed 
Above their betteis, and by rank disgraced, 
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Who found their pride on titles which they stain, 147 
And, mean themselves, are of their fatheis vain , 

Who would'’ a bill of privilege pi,efer, 

And tieat a poet like a creditor , 

The generous aidour of the Muse condemn. 

And curse the storm they know must break on them f 
‘ What ' shall a reptile bard, a wietch unknown. 
Without one badge of meiit but his own. 

Great nobles lash, and lords, like common men. 

Smart from the vengeance of a scribbler’s pen ' 2 ’ 

What’s m this name of loid, that I should fear 
To bung their vices to the public ear ^ 

Flows not the honest blood of humble swains 
Quick as the tide which swells a monarch’s veins leo 
Monarchs, who wealth and titles can bestow, 

Cannot make virtues in succession flow 
Wouldst thou, proud man > be safely placed above 
The censure of the Muse ? Deserve her lOve 
Act as thy birth demands, as nobles ought , 

Look back, and, by thy worthy father taught. 

Who earn’d those honours thou wert born to wear, 
FoUow his steps, and be his virtue’s heir. 

But if, regardless of the^road to fame. 

You start aside, and tread the paths of shame , no 
If such thy life, that should thy sire arise. 

The sight of such a son would blast his eyes. 

Would make him curse the hour which gave thee biith, 
Would drive him shuddeiing from the face of earth. 
Once more, with shame and sorrow, ’mongst the dead 
In endless night to hide his reverend head , 

If such thy life, though kings had made thee more 
Than ever king a scoundrel made before ; 

Nay, to aHow thy pride a deeper spring. 

Though God in vengeance had made thee a king. 
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Taking on Virtue’s wing her daiiug flight, isi 

The Muse should drag thee, trembling, to the light, 
Piobe thy foul wouuds; and lay thy bosom baie 
To the keen question of the seaiching an 
Gods > with what piide I see the titled slave, 

Who smalts belieath the stioke vhich Satire gave. 
Aiming at ease, and with dishonest ait 
Striving to hide the feelings of his heart ' 

How do I laugh, when, with afiected air, 

(Scaice able thiough despite to keep his chair, lao 
Whilst on his tiembling lip pale Angei speaks. 

And the chafed blood flies mounting t,o his cheeks) 

He talks of Conscience, which good men secures 
Fiom all those evil moments Guilt endures, 

And seems to laugh at those ■vsho pay regard 
To the wild ravings of a fi antic bard 
‘ Satire, whilst envy and ill-humom- sway 
The mind of man, must alwa} s make her way , 

Nor to a bosom, with discretion fraught. 

Is aU her malice worth a single thought 200 

The wise have not the wdl, nor fools the power, 

To stop her headstrong course , within the hour, 

Left to heiself, she dies , opposing stnfe 
Gives her fresh vigour, and prolongs her life 
AU things her prey, and every man her aim, 

I can no patent for exemption claim, 

Nor would I wish to stop that harmless dart 
Which plays around, but cannot wound my heart ; 
Though pointed at myself, be Satire flee , 

To her ’tis pleasure, and no pam to me ’ 210 

Dissembling wretch 5 hence to the Stoic school, 

And there amongst thy brethren play the fool , 

There, imrebuked, these wUd, vain doctrines pireach. 
Lives there a man whom Satire cannot reach 1 



194 


chuechill’s poems 


Lives there a man who calmly can stand by, 215 

And see his conscience ripp’d with steady eye ^ 

When SatTO flies abroad on Falsehood’s wing, 

Short IS her life, and impotent her sting , 

But when to Truth aUied, the wound she gives 
Sinks deep, and to remotest ages lives 220 

When in the tomb thy pamper’d flesh shall rot. 

And e’en by fi lends thy memory be forgot. 

Still shalt thou live, lecorded for thy ciimes. 

Live in her page, and stink to afte];-times 

Hast thou no feeling yet'^ Come, thiow off piide. 
And own those passions which thou shalt not hide 
Sandwich, who, from the moment of his biith. 

Made human nature a reproach on earth. 

Who never dared, nor wish’d, behind to stay. 

When Folly, Vice, and Meanness led the way, 230 
Would blush, should he be told, by Truth and Wit, 
Those actions which he blush’d not to commit 
Men the most infamous are fond of fame. 

And those who fear not guilt, yet start at shame 
But whither runs my zeal, whose lapid force. 
Turning the brain, bears Keason from her course , 
Carries me back to times, when poets, bless’d 
With courage, graced the science they profess’d , 

When they, in honour rooted, firmly stood. 

The bad to punish, and reward the good , 240 

When, to a flame by pubhc virtue wrought. 

The foes of freedom they to justice brought. 

And dared expose those slaves who dared support 
A tyrant plan, and call’d themselves a Court ^ 

Ah ! what are poets now ^ As slavish those 
Who deal in verse, as those who deal in prose 
Is there afi Author, search the hngdom round. 

In whom true worth and real spirit’s found ^ 
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The slaves of bookselleis, or (doom’d by Fate 24& 
To baser chains) >ile pensioneis of state , 

Sonae, dead to shame, a’nd of those shackles pioud 
Which Honour scorns, for glaveiy loar aloud , 

Others, half-palsied only, mutes become. 

And "sihat makes SmoUett wnte, makes Johnson dumb 
Why turns yon villain pale ^ Why bends his eye 
Inwaid, abash’d, vhen Muiphy passes by 
Dost thou sage Muiphy for a blockhead take, 

Who -wages war with* Vice foi Viitue’s sake 

No, no, like other woildlmgs, you will find 

He shifts his sails and catches eveiy wand 2o0 

His soul the shock of Inteiest can’t enduie 

Give him a pension then, and sm secuie 

With lauiell’d wieaths the flatterer’s biows adoin : 
Bid Virtue crouch, bid Vice exalt her hoin , 

Bid cowaids thiive, put Honesty to flight, 

Murphy shall piove, oi tiy to prove it light 
Try, thou state-juggler, every paltiy art , 

Ransack the inmost closet of my heart , 

Swear thou’rt my friend , by that base oath make way 
Into my breast, and flatter to betray. 2ro 

Or, if those tricks are vain , if 'Wholesome doubt 
Detects the fiaud, and points the villain out, 

Biibe those who daily at my board are fed. 

And make them take my life who eat my biead 
On Authors for defence, for praise depend , 

Pay him but well, and Muiphy is thy fiiend 
He, he shall leady stand with venal rhymes. 

To varnish guilt, and consecrate thy cnmes. 

To make Corruption m false colours shine. 

And damn his own good name, to rescue thine 280 
But, if thy niggard hands their gifts withhold. 

And Vice no longer rains down showers of gold, 
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Condemn’d, (like many more, and woitkier men, sir 
To whom I pledge the seivice of my pen) ^ 

Condemn’d (whilst proud and pathpei’d sons of lawn, 
Cramm’d to the throat, m lazy plenty yawn) 

In pomp of reverend beggary to appear. 

To pray, and starve on forty pounds a-yeai 
My friends, uho never felt the galling load. 

Lament that I forsook the packhorse road. 

Whilst Vutue to my conduct witness bears, 

In throwing off that gown which Pra-ncis^ wears 

What creature’s that, so very pert and prim, 

So veiy full of foppeiy, and whim. 

So gentle, yet so brisk , so wondrous sweet. 

So fit to piattle at a lady’s feet , seo 

Who looks as he the Lord’s rich vineyaid trod. 

And by his garb appears a man of God 
Trust not to looks, nor ciedit outward show , 

The villain lurks beneath the cassock’d beau , 

That’s an informer , what avails the name 
Sulfice it that the wretch from Sodom came 
His tongue is deadly — ^fi'om his presence run, 

Unless thy rage would wish to be undone 
No ties can hold him, no Affection bind. 

And fear alone restrains his coward mind , m 

Free him from that, no monster is so fell' 

Noi IS so sure a blood-hound found in Hell 
His silken smiles, his hypocntic air. 

His meek demeanour, plausible and fan, 

Aie only worn to pave Fraud’s easier way. 

And make gull’d Virtue faU a surer prey 
Attend his church — ^his plan of doctiine view — 

The pieacher is a Chiistian, dull, but true , 

^ ‘ Service of my pen ’ he designed, and paitly ewuted, a poem entitled 
‘ The Curate ’ — ^ ‘ Francis ’ the Eev Philip Fianois, the tianslatoi of Horace, 
and father of Sir Philip Francis 
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But when the haliow^’d hour of pieachmg’s o’ei, 379 
That plan of doctiine’s nevei thought of more , 

Chi 1st IS laid by neglected on the shelf, 

And the Tile priest is gospel to himself 

By Cleland^ tutoi’d, an’d with Blacow 2 bied, 

(Blacow, whom, by a brave resentment led, 

Osfoid, if Oxford had not sunk in fame, 

Eie this, had damn’d to eveilasting shame) 

Their steps he follows, and then ciimes pai takes , 

To Tiitue lost, to Tice alone he wakes, 

Most lusciously declaims ’gainst luscious themes, 

And whilst he lails at blasphemy, blaspliemes 390 
Are these the aits which policy supplies '*■ 

Are these the steps by which grave churchmen use ^ 
Foibid it, Heaien , or, should it tmn out so. 

Let me and mine continue mean and low 
Such be their aits whom interest controls , 

Kidgell® and I have fiee and modest souls 
We scorn prefeiment which is gain’d by sm. 

And will, though poor without, have peace wuthin 
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Geace said in foim, which sceptics must agi-ee, 

When they are told that giace was said by me , 

The servants gone to bieak the scurvy jest 
On the pioud landloid, and his thieadbare guest ; 

^ ‘ Cleland ^ John Cleland, an mfamous witlmg of the time — ® * Blacow 
an Oxfoidian, who mfoimed against some notous students, who weie shout- 
ing out drunken Jacobitisra — ®‘Eidgell ’ Rectoi of Home* the subject of 
the above sketch, and here ironically praised, bad obtained surreptitiously a 
copy of Wilkes’s ‘ Essay on Woman,’ and betrayed it to the ^retanes of state 
^ ‘ The Conference ’ this poem was published by mt anthoi in Xoi embei 
170B, soon after his elopement with Miss Carr* 
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‘The King’ gone round, my lady too -withdrawn ; 5 

My lord, m usual taste, began to yawn. 

And, lolling^backward in his elbaw-chair. 

With an insipid kind of stupid stare. 

Picking his teeth, twilling his' seals about — 

Churchill, you have a poem coming out . 10 

YouVe my best wishes , but I really fear 
Your Muse, in general, is too sewere ; 

Her spirit seems her interest to oppose, 

And wheie she makes one friend, rnakes twenty foes 
G Your lordship’s fears are just , I feel their force. 
But only feel it as a thing of course 
The man whose haidy spirit shall engage 
To lash the Tices of a guilty age. 

At his first setting forward ought to know 
That every rogue he meets must be his foe ; 20 

That the lude breath of satire will provoke 
Many who feel, and more who fear the stroke. 

But shall the partial rage of selfish men 
From stubborn Justice wrench the righteous pen ^ 

Or shall I not my settled course pursue, 

Because my foes are foes to Virtue too ^ 

L. What IS this boasted Virtue, taught in schools. 
And idly drawn from antiquated rules 
What is her use 1 Point out one wholesome end 
Will she hurt foes, or can she make a friend 1 so 

When from long fasts fierce appetites arise. 

Can this same Virtue stifle Nature’s cries ^ 

Can she the pittance of a meal afford. 

Or bid thee welcome to one great man’s boai’d 1 
When northern winds the rough December arm 
With frost and snow, can Virtue keep thee warm? 
Canst thou dismiss the hard unfeehng dun 
Barely by saying, thou art Virtue’s son 
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Or by base blundering statesmen sent to jail, 39 

Will Mansfield take this Viitue for tliy bail '<■ 

Belieye it not, the name is in disgiace , 

Virtue and Temple now are out of place 
Quit then this meteor, whose delusive lay 
Prom wealth and honour leads thee fai astray 
Tine virtue means — let Reason use her eyes — 

Nothing with fools, and interest with the wise 
Wouldst thou be gieat, hei pationage disclaim, 

Nor madly tiiumph jn so mean a name 
Let nobler wieaths thy happy brows adoin, 

And leave to Viitue poveity and scorn 

Let Piudence be thy guide , who doth not know 

How seldom Piudence can with Virtue go ^ 

To be successful tiy thy utmost force, 

And Virtue follows as a thing of couise 

Hugo — who knows not Hiico — stains the bed 
Of that kind' master who first gave him bread ; 

Scatters the seeds of discord thiough the land, 

Breaks every public, every piivate band ; 

Beholds with joy a trustmg fiiend undone j 

Betrays a brother, and would cheat a son • eo 

What mortal in his senses can "endure 

The name of Hirco ^ for the wretch is poor* 

Let him hang, drown, staive, on a dunghill rot, 

By all detested hve, and die forgot ; 

Let him — a poor leturn — m every breath 
Feel aU Death’s pains, yet be whole years in death. 

Is now the general cry we all pursue 

Let Portune*change, and Prudence changes too ; 

Supple and pliant, a new system feels, 

Throws up her cap, and spaniels at his heels ■ f 0 

Long live great Hirco, cries, by interest taught. 

And let his foes, though I prove one, be nought. 
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G Peace to such men, if such men can have peace , 78 
Let their possessions, let their state increase , 

Let their base services m courts &trike loot. 

And in the season bring fortt golden fiuit 
I envy not , let those v^ho have the will. 

And, with so little spiiit, so much skill. 

With such vile instruments their fortunes carve , 

Rogues may grow fat, an honest man daies starve ^ so 

L These stale conceits thrown olf, let us advance 
For once to real life, and quit romance 
Staive ' pretty talking ' but I fain would view 
That man, that honest man, would do it too 
Hence to yon mountain which outbiaves the sky. 

And dart from pole to pole thy strengthen’d eye, 
Through aU that space you shall not view one man. 

Not one, who dares to act on such a plan 
Cowards in calms will say, what in a stoim 
The brave will tremble at, and not perform 90 

Thine be the proof, and, spite of all you’ve said, 

You ’d give your honour for a crust of bread 

G What proof might do, what hunger might effect, 
What famish’d Nature, looking with neglect 
On aU she once held dea?, what feai, at stiife 
With fainting virtue for the means of life. 

Might make this coward flesh, in love with breath, 
Shiiddermg at pain, and shi inking back from death. 

In treason to my soul, descend to bear. 

Trusting to fate, I neither know nor care lOO 

Once, — at this hour those wounds afresh I feel. 
Which, nor prosperity, nor time, can heal , 

Those wounds which Fate severely hath decreed. 
Mention’d or thought of, must for ever bleed , 

^ * Bares starve ’ this will suggest Burns’s noble line, ‘ We daur be poor^ 
for a that ’ 
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Those wounds which humbled all that pndo of man, luj 
Which bungs such mighty aid to Viitue’s plan — 

Once, awed by Fortune’s most oppiessive fiown. 

By legal rapine to the ear|h bow’d down. 

My credit at last gasp, my state undone, 

Tiemblmg to meet the shock I could not shun, iib 
Virtue gave giound, and blank despair prevail’d , 
Sinking beneath the stoim, my spiiits faild 
Like Peter’s faith, till one, a fiiend indeed — 

May all distiess find* such in time of need * — 

One kind good man, in act, in woid, in thought, 

By Viitue guided, and by Wisdom taught, 

Image of Him whom Chiistians should adore, 

Sti etch’d foith his hand, and brought me safe to shoic ' 

Since, by good foitune into notice raised. 

And for some little meiit laigely praised, 120 

Indulged in s’weivmg from piudential rules. 

Hated by rogues, and not beloved by fools , 

Placed above want, shall abject thnst of wmalth, 

So fiercely war ’gainst my soul’s dearest health. 

That, as a boon, I should base shackles ciave. 

And, born to freedom, make myself a slave ^ 

That I should in the tram of those appear. 

Whom Honour cannot love, nor Manhood fear 

That I no longer skulk from street to street. 

Afraid lest duns assail, and baibffs meet , 100 

That I from place to place this carcase bear , 

Walk forth at large, and wander free as air , 

That I no longer dread the awkward friend. 

Whose very obligations must offend , 

Nor, all too fioward, with impatience burn 
At suffering favouis which I can’t return , 

1 ‘ Shore ’ Chuichill, stmh; in deep debt, ■« js delivered fiom the impendins; 
honors of a jad, by Dr Peirson Lloyd, second master of Wesfminstei s'J.ool 
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That, from dependence and from pride secure, 

I am not placed so' high to scorn the poor, 

Nor yet so fow that I my lord should fear, 

Or hesitate to give him sneer for sneer , 

That, whilst sage Pindence my pursuits confirms, 

I can enjoy the world on equal terms , 

That, kind to others, to myself most tiue, 

Feeling no want, I comfort those who do. 

And, with the will, have power to aid distiess 
These, and what other blessings I possess, 

Piom the indulgence of the public use. 

All private patiopage my soul defies 
By candour more inclined to save, than damn, 

A generous Public made me what I am 
All that I have, they gave , just Memory bears 
The grateful stamp, and what I am is theirs 
L. To feign a red-hot zeal for Freedom’s cause, 
To mouth aloud for liberties and laws. 

For public good to bellow all abroad, 

Serves well the purposes of private fraud 
Prudence, by public good intends her own ; 

If you mean otherwise, you stand alone 
What do we mean by country and by court ^ 
What is it to oppose ^ what to support 
Mere words of course , and what is morfi absurd 
Than to pay homage to an empty word ^ 

Majors and minors differ but in name , 

Patriots and ministers are much the same ; 

The only difference, after all their rout. 

Is, that the one is in, the other out 
Explore the dark recesses of the mind. 

In the soul’s honest volume read mankind. 

And own, m wise and simple, great and small, 
The same grand leading principle in all 
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Whate’er we talk of wisdom to the wise, in 

Of goodness to the good, of public ties 
Which to oui country hnk, of piivate bands 
Which claim most clear att^mtion at oui hands ; 

For parent and for child, for wife and ft lend, 

Om first great morer, and omr last great end 
Is one, and, by whatever name we call 
The ruling tyrant. Self is all m all 
This, which unwilling Faction shall admit, 

Guided in different ways a Bute and Pitt , iso 

Made tyrants break, made kings observe the law , 

And gave the world a Stuait and Kassau 

Hath Nature (stiange and wild conceit of pride ’) 
Distinguish’d thee fiom aU her sons beside ^ 

Doth virtue in thy bosom brighter glow, 

Or from a spring more pure doth action flow 
Is not thy soul bound with those very chains 
Which shackle us ^ or is that Self, which reigns 
O’er kings and beggars, vhich in all we see 
Most strong and sovereign, only weak m thee iso 

Fond man, believe it not ; experience tells 
’Tis not thy virtue, but thy pride rebels 
Think, (and for once lay by lawless pen) 

Think, and confess thyself like other men , 

Think but one hour, and, to thy conscience led 
By Reason’s hand, bow doivn and hang thy head 
Think on thy private life, recall thy youth, 

View thyself now, and own, with strictest truth, 

That Self hath drawn thee fiom fair Virtue’s way 
Farther than Folly would have daied to stray , 200 

And that the talents liberal Nature gave. 

To make thee free, have made thee more a slave. 

Quit then, in prudence quit, that idle traifi 
Of toys, which have so long abused thy brain. 
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And captive led thj poweis , witli boundless will 205 
Let Self mamtain ber state and empiie stdl , 

But let ber, with moie worthy objects caught, 

Strain all the faculties and foice of thought 
To things of higher daring , let her range 
Thiough better pastures, and leain how to change , 210 
Let her, no longer to weak Faction tied. 

Wisely revolt, and join our stronger side 

G. Ah' what, my loid, hath piivate life to do 
With things of public natuie Why to view 
Would you thus cruelly those scenes unfold 
Which, without pain and horror to behold. 

Must speak me something more or less than man, 
Which friends may pardon, but I never can ^ 

Look back ' a thought which bordeis on despair. 
Which human nature must, yet cannot bear 22 

’Tis not the babbling of a busy world, 

Wheie praise and censure are at random hurl’d. 

Which can the meanest of my thoughts control, 

Or shake one settled purpose of my soul ; 

Free and at large might their wild curses roam, 

If all, if all, alas ' were well at home. 

No— ’tis the tale which angiy Conscience tells, 

When she with more than tragic horror swells 
Bach circumstance of guilt , when, stem but true, 

She brings bad actions forth into review , 2 

And like the dread handwriting on the wall. 

Bids late Remorse awake at Reason’s call , 

Arm’d at aU points, bids scorpion Vengeai^ce pass. 
And to the mind holds up Reflection’s glass, — 

The mind which, starting, heaves the heartfelt groan. 
And hates that form she knows to be her own 
Enough of this, — ^let private sorrows rest, — 

As to the public, I dare stand the test ; 



THE COOTEREITCB. 


207 


Bale pioudly boast, I feel no wisb aboie 239 

The good of England, and my conntr/s lore. 

Sti anger to paity-ragej-vby Reason’s voice, 

Unei ling guide’ diiected m my choice. 

Not all the tyiant poweis of earth combined. 

No, nor of hell, shall make me change my mind 
What ’ held \rith men my honest soul disdains, 

Men who, with servile zeal, aie foiging chains 
Foi Freedom’s neck, and lend a helping hand 
To spiead destruction o’er my native laud '>■ 

What ’ shall I not, e’en to my latest breath, 

In the full face of danger and of death, 250 

Exert that little strength which Nature gave. 

And boldly stem, 01 perish m the wave ^ 

L When I look backwaid for some fifty yeais. 

And see protesting patriots turn’d to peeis , 

Hear men, most loose, for decency declaim. 

And talk of charactei, without a name , 

See infidels assert the cause of God, 

And meek divines wield Persecution’s lod , 

See men transform’d to brutes, and biutes to men , 

See Whitehead take a place, Ralph ^ change his pen , 

I mock the zeal, and deem the men in spoit, 261 

Who rail at mimsteis, and curse a couit 

Thee, haughty as thou art, and proud in ihjme. 

Shall some prefeiment, oflfer’d at a time 
When Yh’tue sleeps, some sacrifice to Pride, 

Or some fair victim, move to change thy side 
Thee shall these eyes behold, to health restoied. 

Using, as Piu&ence bids, bold Satue’s sword. 

Galling thy present friends, and praising those 
Whom now thy frenzy holds thy greatest foes 270 

^ ‘ Ealph ’ llr James Ealph a hack author See ‘ The Duociad,’ and 
Franklm’s ‘ Autobiography ’ He was hired by Mham to abuse Su E Walple, 
whom he had supported before 
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G May I (can worse disgiace on manhood fall '*) m 
Be born a Whitehead,! and baptized a Paul , 

May I (though to his seivice deeply tied 
By sacred oaths, and now by will allied), 

With false, feign’d zeal an injured God defend, 

And use his name for some base piiyate end , 

May I (that thought bids double horrors roll 
O’er my sick spiiits, and unmans my soul) 

Rmn the Tiitue which I held most dear. 

And stiU must hold , may I, through abject fear, sso 
Betray my friend , may to succeeding times. 

Engraved on platies of adamant, my crimes 
Stand blazing forth, whilst, mark’d with envious blot. 
Each little act of virtue is forgot , 

Of all those evils which, to stamp men cursed, 

Hell keeps in store for vengeance, may the woist 
Light on my head , and in my day of woe, 

To make the cup of bitterness o’erflow. 

May I be scorn’d by every man of worth, 

Wander, like Cam, a vagabond on eaith ; 290 

Bearing about a hell in my own mind. 

Or be to Scotland for my hfe confined ; 

If I am one among the many known 

Whom Shelburne 2 fled, and Calcraft® blush’d to own. 

L Do yon reflect what men you make your foes ^ 

G I do, and that’s the reason I oppose. 

Friends I have made, whom Envy must commend. 

But not one foe whom I would wish a friend. 

What if ten thousand Butes and Hollands bawl 1 
One Wilkes had made a large amends for all. soo 

’Tis not the title, whether handed down 
From age to age, or flowing from the crown 

1 ‘WhiteheSd ’ author of ‘Manners, a Satire.’ — ® ‘Shelburne ’ Wilham 
Petty, Earl of Shelburne, afterwards Marquis of Lansdowne — ® ‘ Calcraft ’ 
John Calcraft, Esq , M.P , army agent and contractor. 
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In copious streams, on recent men, wlio came sos 

Fiom stems unknown, and sues without a name 
’Tis not the star which ojii gieat Edwaid gait} 

To maik the Tiituous, and ie\iaid the braie. 

Blazing without, whilst a base heart Vt ithm 
Is rotten to the core with filth and sin , 

'Tis not the tinsel giandeui, taught to wait, 

At Custom’s call, to maik a fool of state sio 

From fools of lessei notte, that soul can aue, 

"Whose pride is reason,^ whose defence is law 
L Suppose, (a thing scaice possible in ait, 

"Were it thy cue to play a common pait^ 

Suppose thy wiitmgs so well fenced in law, 

That Noiton cannot find nor make a flaw — 

Hast thou not heard, that ’mongst our ancient tubes. 

By paity warp’d, oi lull’d asleep by biibes. 

Or trembling at the ruffian hand of Foice, 

Law hath suspended stood, oi changed its couise 320 
Art thou assured, that, for destiuction iipe. 

Thou may’st not smart beneath the self-same gripe 
"What sanction hast thou, frantic in thy ihymes. 

Thy hfe, thy freedom to secure 

G. »The Times 

’Tis not on law, a system great and good, 

By wisdom penn’-d, and bought by noblest blood. 

My faith relies , by wucked men and vain. 

Law, once abused, may be abused again 
Ho, on our great Lawgiver I depend, 

Who knows and guides her to her proper end , 330 

Whose royalty^of nature blazes out 
So fierce, ’twere sin to entertain a doubt 
Did tyrant Stuarts now the law dispense, 

(Bless’d be the hour and hand which sent them hence f ) 

0 
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For something, or for nothing, for a word 
Or thought, I might be doom’d to death, nnheaid 
Life we mfght all lesign to lawless power. 

Nor think it worth the purchase of an hour 
But Envy ne’er shall fix so foul a stam 
On the fair annals of a Brunswick’s reign 
If, slave to paity, to revenge, or pride , 

If, by frail human en-or diawn aside, 

I break the law, strict ngour let her wear, 

’Tis hers to punish, and ’tis mine to bear , 

Nor, by the voice of Justice doom'^d to death 
Would I ask mercy with my latest breath 
But, anxious only for my country’s good, 

In which my king’s, of course, is understood , 
Form’d on a plan with some few patiiot friends, 
Whilst by just means I aim at noblest ends, 

My spirits cannot sink , though from the tomb 
Stern Jeffiies should be placed m Mansfield’s room , 
Though he should bung, his base designs to aid, 
Some black attorney, for his puipose made. 

And shove, whilst Decency and Law retreat, 

The modest Norton from his maiden seat , 

Though both, in ill con^federates, should agree, 

In damned league, to toiture law and me, 

Whilst George is king, I cannot fear endure ; 

Not to be guilty, is to be secure 

But when, in after-times, (be far removed 
That day ’) our monarch, glorious and beloved, 
Sleeps with his fathers, should imperious Fate, 

In vengeance, with fresh Stuarts curse oia* state , 
Should they, o’erleaping every fence of law. 
Butcher the brave to keep tame fools in awe , 
Should they, by brutal and oppressive force, 

Diveit sweet Justice from her even course , 
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Should they, of every other means bereft, 

Make my nght hand a witness ’gainst iby left , 
Should they, abroad by inquisitions taught, 

Search out my soul, and damn me for a thought , 
Still would I keep my course, still speak, still wiite, 
Till Death had plunged me in the shades of night 
Thou God of tiuth, thou great, all-seaiching eye. 
To whom our thoughts, our spirits, open he ’ 

Grant me thy strength, and in that needful hour, 
(Should it e’er come) when Law submits to Powei, 
With film resolve my steady bosom steel, 

Bravely to suffer, though I deeply feel , 

Let me, as hitherto, still draw my bieath, 

In love with life, but not m fear of death ; 

And if Oppression brings me to the giave. 

And marks me dead, she ne’er shall maik a slave 
Let no unwoithy marks of guef be heard. 

No wild laments, not one unseemly word , 

Let sober triumphs wait upon my bier , 

I won’t forgive that friend who drops one tear 
Whether he ’s ravish’d m life’s early morn. 

Or in old age drops like an ear of corn, 

Full ripe he falls, on Nature’s neblest plan. 

Who hves to Reason, and who dies a Man 
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THE GHOST.i 

isr POUR BOOKS. 

Book I. 

With eager searcli to dart tlie soul, 

Curiously yam, from, pole to pole, 

And from the planets’ wandering spheies 
To extort the number of our years, 

And whether all those years shall flow 
Serenely smooth, and free from woe. 

Or rude misfortune shall deform 
Our life with one continual storm ; 

Or if the scene shall motley be. 

Alternate joy and misery, lo 

Is a desire which, more or less. 

All men must feel, though few confess. 

Hence, every placp and every age 
Affords subsistence to the sage. 

Who, free from this world and its^ cares. 

Holds an acquaintance with the stars. 

From whom he gains intelligence 
Of things to come some ages hence. 

Which unto fnends, at easy rates. 

He readily communicates 20 

* ‘ The Ghost ’ the famous Cock-lane Ghost, a conspiracy of certain parties 
in London against one Kent, whose paramour had died, and whose ghost was 
said to have retained to accuse him of having murdeied her Ahttle gni 
named Trazer, who appears to have had ventriloqmal poweis, was the principal 
cause of the noises, scratohings, &c , thought to he supei natural 
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At its first rise, wliicli all agiee on, 21 

This noble science was Chaldean , 

That ancient people’, as they fed 
Their flocks upon the lAountain’s head. 

Gazed on the stars, observed their motions. 

And suck’d in astrologic notions. 

Which they so eagerly pursue. 

As folks are apt whate’er is new, 

That things below at landom rove. 

Whilst they ’re coosulting things above , so 

And when they now so poor were grown. 

That they ’d no houses of then oi\ a. 

They made bold with their fnends the stars. 

And prudently made use of theirs. 

To Egypt from Chaldee it tiavell’d. 

And Pate at Memphis was uniavell’d 
The exotic science soon struck loot. 

And flouiish’d into high repute. 

Each learned priest, oh stiange to tell! 

Could circles make, and cast a spell; 40 

Could read and write, and taught the nation 
The holy art of divination. 

Mobles themselves, for at th*at time 
Knowledge in nobles was no crime, 

Could talk as learned as the priest. 

And prophesy as much, at least. 

Hence all the fortune-telhng crew. 

Whose crafty skill mars Nature’s hue, 

Who, in T^le tatteis, with smirch’d face. 

Run up and down from place to place, so 

To gratify their friends’ desmes. 

Prom Bampfield Carew,^ to Moil Squires,® 

* Bampfield Garew.’ Bampfjlde Moore Carew, the famous king of the 
gypsies Hia hfe used to be a favounte with schoolboys — ® ‘ Moll Squires ’ 
hlary Squires, a gyp^, and one of Carew’s subjects. 



214 


CHUBCHIIiL’s POEMS 


Are rightly term’d Egyptians all , ss 

Whom we/mistaking, Gypsies call. 

The Grecian sages borrow’d this, 

As they did other sciences, 

From fertile Egypt, though the loan 
They had not honesty to own. 

Dodona’s oaks, inspired by Jove, 

A learned and prophetic grove, eo 

Turn’d vegetable necromancers. 

And to all comers gave thei?’ answers. 

At Delphos, to Apollo dear. 

All men the voice of Pate might hear , 

Each subtle piiest on three-legg’d stool. 

To take in wise men, play’d the fool 
A mystery, so made for gam, 

E’en now in fashion must remain ; 

Enthusiasts never will let drop 

What brings such business to their shop ; 7o 

And that great saint we Whitefield call. 

Keeps up the humbug spiritual 
Among the Romans, not a bird 
Without a prophecy was heard , 

Fortunes of empires often hung 
On the magician magpie’s tongue. 

And every crow was to the state ' 

A sure inteipireter of Fate 
Prophets, embodied in a college ^ 

(Time out of mmd your seat of knowledge; so 

For genius never fruit can bear 
Unless it first is planted there. 

And solid learnmg never falls 
Without the verge of college walls) 

* ‘ College ’ that of the fifteen Augurs in Rome 
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Infallible accounts vould keep 85 

When it was best to watch or sleep, 

To eat or drink, to go or stay, 

And when to fight or run away , 

When matters were ^or action npo, 

By looking at a double tnpe ; to 

When empeiors would live or die, 

They in an ass’s skull could spy ; 

When generals would their station keep, 

Or turn their backs, in hearts of sheep. 

In matters, whether small or great, 

In piivate families or state 
As amongst us, the holy seer 
Of&ciously would interfere , 

With pious aits and reverend sbll 

Would bend lay bigots to his will , loo 

Would help or injure foes or fiiends, 

Just as it served his private ends 
Whether in honest way of trade 
Traps for virginity were laid , 

Or if, to make their party great. 

Designs were form’d against the state, 

Regardless of the common weal, 

By interest led, which they caU zeal, 

Into the* scale was always thrown 
The will of Heaven to back their own. no 

England — a happy land we know, 

Where foUies naturally giow, 

Wher^ without culture they arise 
And tower above the common size , 

England, a fortune-telling host. 

As numerous as the stars, could boast, — 

Matrons, who toss the cup, and see •. 

The grounds of 'S'ate in grounds of tea, 
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Who, versed in every modest lore, n9 

Can a lost mfiidenhead restore. 

Or, if {heir pupils rather choose it, 

Can show the readiest way to lose it ; 

Gypsies, who every ill can cure, 

Except the ill of being poor. 

Who charms ’gainst love and agues sell. 

Who can in hen-roost set a spell, 

Prepaied by aits, to them best known, 

To catch all feet except their pwn, 

Who, as to fortune, can unlock it 

As easily as pick a pocket , 130 

Scotchmen, who, in their country’s right. 

Possess the gift of second-sight, 

Who (when their barren heaths they quit, 

Sure argument of prudent wit. 

Which reputation to maintain, 

They nevei ventuie back again) 

By lies prophetic heap up iiches. 

And boast the luxury of breeches. 

Amongst the rest, m former years, 

Campbell^ (illustrious name ') appears, 140 

Great hero of futuiiliy, 

Who, blind, could every thing foresee. 

Who, dumb, could eveiy thing foretell, 

Who, Fate with equity to sell, 

Always dealt out the wdl of Heaven 
According to what price was given 

Of Scottish race, in Highlands born^ 

Possess’d with native pride and scorn, 

He hither came, by custom led. 

To curse the hands which gave him bread. 16O 

^ * Campbell ’ a deaf and dui|b fortune-teller 
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With 'want of tiutli, and -want of sense, 
Amply made up by impudence 
(A succedaneum, ,which we find 
In common use "with all mankind) , 

Caress’d and favour’d' too by those 
Whose heait with patiiot feelings glows, 
Who foohshly, wheie’er dispersed. 

Still place their native countiy first, 

(Poi Englishmen alone have sense 
To give a sti anger prefeience, 

Whilst modest merit of their own 
Is left in poverty to groan) 

Campbell foretold just what he would. 

And left the stars to make it good, 

On whom he had impiess’d such awe, 

His dictates cuiient pass’d for law , 
Submissive, all his empire own’d ; 

No stai* durst smile, when Campbell fiown’d 

This sage deceased, — foi all must die. 
And Campbell’s no more safe than I, 

No more than I can guard the heait, 

When Death shall hull the fatal dart, — 
Succeeded, ripe in art and years, 

Another favourite of the spheies ; 

Another and another came. 

Of equal skill, and equal fame ; 

As white each -nand, as black each gonn. 
As long each beaid, as 'Rise each frown. 

In every thing so like, you’d swear 
Campbell himself was sitting theie . 

To all the happy art was known. 

To tell our foi tunes, make their ovn. 

Seated in gan-et, — for, you know. 

The nearer to the ^ars we go 
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The greater we esteem bs art, — i85 

Pools curious, flock’d from every part , 

The rfch, the poor, the maids the married. 

And those who could not walk, were carried 

The butler, hanging down his head, 

By chambermaid, or cookmaid led, loo 

Inquires, if from his friend the Moon 
He has advice of pilfer’d spoon 

The comt-bred woman of condition, 

(Who, to approve her disposition 
As much superior as her birtR 
To those composed of common earth, 

With double spirit must engage 
In eveiy folly of the age) 

The honourable arts would buy, 

To pack the cards, and cog a die 200 

The hero — ^who, for brawn and face. 

May claim right honourable place 
Amongst the cbefs of Butcher-row : ^ 

Who might, some thirty years ago, 

If we may be allow’d to guess 
At his employment by his dress. 

Put medicines off from cart or stage, 

The grand Toscano of the age , 

Or might about the country go 

High-steward of a puppet-show, — ■ 210 

Steward and stewardsbp most meet. 

For all know puppets never eat 

Who would be thought (though, save the mark’ 

That point is something m the dark) 

The man of honour, one like those 
Renown’d m story, who loved blows 

’ ‘ Sntoher-row ’ an old street in London, now removed 
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Better than victuals, and would fight, 217 

Merely for spoit, from morn %6 night 
Who treads hke^Mavors firm, whose tongue 
Is with the tuple thunder hung. 

Who cues to Fear, ‘’Stand off — aloof,’ 

And talks as he were cannon-proof , 

Would be deem’d ready, when you hst, 

With sword and pistol, stick and fist. 

Careless of points, balls, brmses, knocks. 

At once to fe^ce, fire, cudgel, box. 

But at the same time bears about, 

Within himself, some touch of doubt, 

Of prudent doubt, which hints — that fame 
Is nothing but an empty name , 230 

That life is rightly understood 
By all to be a real good , 

That, even in a hero’s heart. 

Discretion is the better pait ; 

That this same honour may be won. 

And yet no kmd of danger run — 

Like Drugger ^ comes, that magic powers 
May ascertain his lucky hours ; 

For at some hours the fickle dame. 

Whom Fortune properly we name, 240 

Who ne’er considers wiong or right. 

When wanted most, plays least in sight. 

And, hke a modem court-bred jilt. 

Leaves her chief favourites in a tilt 
Some houis there are, when from the heart 
Courage into some other part. 

No matter wherefore, makes retreat, 

And Fear usurps the vacant seat ; 

% 

^ ^Drugger ’ Abel Diugger, m Jenson’s ^ Alcliymist, 
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Whence, planet-struck, we often find 249 

Stuarts^ and SackTilles ^ of mankind 
Farther, he ’d know (and by his art 
A conjmer can that impart) 

Whether politer it is reckon’d 
To have, or not to have, a second ; 

To drag the friends in, or alone 
To make the danger all then own , 

Whether repletion is not had, 

And fighteis with full stomachs- mad , 

Whether, before he seeks the plain. 

It were not weU to breathe a vein , aeo 

Whethei a gentle salivation. 

Consistently with reputation. 

Might not of precious use be found. 

Not to prevent, indeed, a wound, 

But to prevent the consequence 
Which oftentimes arises thence. 

Those fevers, which the patient urge on 
To gates of death, by help of surgeon ; 

Whether a wind at east 01 west 
Is for green wounds accounted best , 270 

Whether (was he to choose) his mouth 
Should point towards the north or south. 
Whether more safely he might use. 

On these occasions, pumps or shoes ; 

Whether it better is to %ht 
By sunshine or by candlelight ; 

Or, lest a candle should appear 
Too mean to shine in such a spheie. 


^ ‘ Stuarts ’ James the Second’s dastardly conduct at the battle of the 
Boyne — ^ ‘ Sackvilles ’ Lord George SackviUe, accused of cowardice at 
the battle of Mmden, afterwards degraded by a comt martial, but ultimately 
raised to piomotion as a Peer and Secretary of State 
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For who could of a caudle tell 279 

To light a heio into hell ; 

And, lest the sun should partial use 
To dazzle one 01 t’othei’s ejes, 

Or one or t’ other’s biains to scorch, 

Might not Dame Luna hold a toich 
These points with dignity discuss’d, 

And gravely fix’d, — a task which must 
Require no little time and pains, 

To make our heaits friends with our brains, — 

The man of war would next engage 

The kind assistance of the sage, 29 j 

Some previous method to direct, 

Which should make these of none efiect. 

Could he not, from the mystic school 
Of Art, produce some sacred lule. 

By which a knowledge might be got 
Whether men valiant were, or not ; 

So he that challenges might wiite 
Only to those who would not fight 1 
Or could he not some way dispense 
By help of which (without ofience 300 

To Honour, whose nice nature ’s such 
She scarce endures the shghtest touch) 

When he, for want of t’ other rule, 

Mistakes his man, and, like a fool. 

With some vain fighting blade gets in, 

He fairly may get out again % 

Or should some demon lay a scheme 
To driVe him to the last extreme, 

So that he must confess his fears, 

In mercy to his nose and eaas, sio 

And like a prudent recreant kmght. 

Rather do anything than fight, 
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Oonld he not some expedient buj 313 

To keep his shame from public eye 
For weirhe held, — and, men sewev, 

Nine m ten hold the maxim too, — 

That honour ’s like a maidenhead. 

Which, if m priTate brought to bed. 

Is none the worse, but walks the town. 

Ne’er lost, until the loss be known sso 

The parson, too, (for now and then 
Paisons are just like other men, ^ 

And here and there a grave divine 
Has passions such as yours and mine) 

Burning with holy lust to know 
When Fate preferment will bestow, 

’Fraid of detection, not of sin. 

With circumspection sneaking in 
To conjurer, as he does to whore. 

Through some bye-alley or back-door, sso 

With the same caution orthodox 
Consults the stars, and gets a pox. 

The citizen, in fraud grown old, 

Who knows no deity but gold. 

Worn out, and gasping now for breath, 

A mediane wants to keep off death , 

Would know, if that he cannot have. 

What corns are current in the grave , 

If, when the stocks (which, by his power. 

Would rise or fall in half an hour , sio 

For, though unthought of and unseen. 

He work’d the springs behind the screen) 

By his directions came about. 

And rose to par, he should sell out , 

Whether he safely might, or no, 

Replace it in the funds below ? 
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By all address’d, beliered, and paid, 347 

Many pursued the thrmng trade, 

And, gieat in repjitation giown, 

Successive held the magic throne 
Favour’d by eveiy datling passion. 

The love of novelty and fashion. 

Ambition, avarice, lust, and piide. 

Riches pour’d m on eveiy side. 

But when the prudent laws thought fit 
To cuib this insolence of wit ; 

When senates wisely had provided. 

Decreed, enacted, and decided. 

That no such vile and upstart elves 

Should have more knowledge than themselves ; S60 

When fines and penalties were laid 

To stop the progress of the trade, 

And stars no longer could dispense, 

With honour, further influence , 

And wizards (which must be confess’d 
Was of more force than all the rest) 

No certain way to tell had got 
Which were informers, and which not , 

Afihghted sages were, pojTorce, 

Obliged to steer some other course. 370 

By various ways, these sons of Chance 
Their fortunes labour’d to advance, 

Well knowing, by unemng rules. 

Knaves starve not in the land of fools. 

Some, with high, titles and degrees, 

Which Vise men borrow when they please, 
Without or trouble, or expense. 

Physicians instantly commence, 

And proudly boast an equal skill , 

With those who claim the nght to kill 


380 
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Others about the country roam, 

(For not one thought of going home) 

With pistol and adopted leg,. 

Prepared at once to rob or beg 
Some, the more subtle of their race, 

(Who felt some touch of coward grace, 

Who Tyburn to avoid had wit. 

But never fear’d deserving it) 

Came to their brother Smollett’s aid, 

And earned on the critic tiade 390 

Attach’d to letteis and the Muse, 

Some veises wrote, and some wiote news ; 

Those each revolving month are seen, 

The heroes of a magazine , 

These, every morning, gieat appear 
In Ledger, or in Gazetteer, 

Spreading the falsehoods of the day. 

By turns for Faden and for Say.^ 

Like Swiss, their force is always laid 

On that side \>here they best are paid : 400 

Hence mighty prodigies aiise. 

And daily monsters strike our eyes , 

Wondeis, to piopag^te the trade. 

More strange than ever Baker ^ made. 

Are hawk’d about from street to street, 

And fools believe, whilst liars eat. 

Now armies in the air engage. 

To fright a superstitious age ; 

Now comets through the ether range. 

In governments portending change , 410 

Now riveis to the ocean fly 

So quick, they leave their channels dry , 

^ ^Eadeu and«Say ’ two anti-WiIkite editors — ® ^ Baker ’ Sir Eichard 
Bakei, the famous chiomcler 
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Now monstrous whales on Lambeth shoie, us 
Dunk the Thames diy, and thirst for more , 

And every now ajid then appeals 
An Irish savage, numbering yeais 
More than those happy sages could 
Who drew their breath before the flood , 

Now, to the wonder of all peojole, 

A chinch is left without a steeple , 430 

A steeple now is left in lurch^ 

And mourns departure of the chuich, 

Which, borne on wings of mighty wind, 

Removed a fuilong off we find ; 

Now, wrath on cattle to dischaige. 

Hailstones as deadly fall, and large, 

As those which were on Egypt sent, 

At once then crime and punishment , 

Or those which, as the prophet writes, 

Fell oil the necks of Amorites, 430 

When, struck with wonder and amaze, 

The sun, suspended, stay’d to gaze, 

And, from her duty longer kept, 

In Ajalon his sister slept. 

But if such things no more engage 
The taste of a politer age. 

To help them out in time of need 
Another Tofts ^ must rabbits breed 
Bach pregnant female trembling heais. 

And, overcome with spleen and fears, 440 

Consults her faithful glass no moie, 

But, madly bounding o’er the floor. 

Feels hairs all o’er her body grow, 

By Fancy turn’d into a doe. 

1 ‘ Tofts ’ Maiy Tofts of Godaiming, who first dreamea of, and was at 
last brought to bed of, rabbits ' She confessed afterwards that it was .1 fraud. 

P 
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Now, to promote their private ends, 445 

Nature her usual course suspends. 

And vhries fiom the stated rplan 
Observed e’er since the world began 
Bodies — which foolishly we thought. 

By Custom’s servile maxims taught, 450 

Needed a regular supply. 

And without nounshment must die — 

With craving appetites, and sense 
Of hunger easily dispense. 

And, pliant to then wondious skill, 

Are taught, like watches, to stand still. 

Uninjured, for a month or moie, 

Then go on as they did before 
The novel takes, the tale succeeds. 

Amply supplies its author’s needs, 460 

And Betty Canning ^ is at least. 

With Gascoyne’s help, a six months’ feast 
Whilst, in contempt of all our pains. 

The tyiant Superstition reigns 
Imperious in the heart of man. 

And warps his thoughts fiom Nature’s plan , 

Whilst fond Cieduhty, who ne’er 

The weight of wholesome doubts could bear. 

To Reason and herself unjust, 

Takes all things bhndlj upon trust , 

Whilst Curiosity, whose rage 
No mercy shows to sex or age. 

Must be indulged at the expense 
Of judgment, tiuth, and common sense, 

Impostuies cannot but prevail , 

And when old miracles grow stale, 

1 ‘ Betty Canii^ng ’ a woman who pretended, in 1758, that she had been 
confined m a ganet by a gypsy woman, for twenty-seven days, with soaicely 
any food, but turned out to be an impostor 
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Juggleis will still the ait pursue, 477 

And entertain the woild with iZew 
For them, obedient to their will. 

And tiemblmg at their mighty skill. 

Sad spiiits, summon’d from the tomb. 

Glide, glaring ghastly, thiough the gloom ; 

In all the usual pomp of stoims. 

In honid customary forms, 

A wolf, a bear, a horse, an ape. 

As Feai and F,p,ncy give them shape, 

Tormented with despau and pain, 

They roar, they yell, and clank the chain 
Folly and Guilt (for Guilt, howe’er 
The face of Courage it may wear, 4sio 

Is still a coward at the heart) 

At fear-cieated phantoms stait 
The piiest — ^that reiy word implies 
That lie’s both innocent and wise — 

Yet fears to tiavel in the daik, 

Unless escorted by his cleik 
But let not ewery bunglei deem 
Too lightly of so deep a scheme ; 

For reputation of the art; 

Bach ghost must act a pioper part, eoo 

Observe Decorum’s needful grace. 

And keep the laws of Time and Place ; 

Must change, with happy variation, 

His manners with his situation , 

What ip the country might pass down, 

Would be impertinent in town. 

No spirit of discretion here 

Can thmk of breeding awe and fear ; 

’Twdl serve the purpose more by half* 

To make the congregation laugh, 510 
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We Maiat no ensigns of surprise, 

Locks stiff with gore, and saucer eyes ; 
Give ns an entertaining spiite. 

Gentle, familiar, and polite, 

One who appears in such a foim 
As might an holy heimit warm, 

Or who on former schemes lefines, 

And only talks by sounds and signs, 
Who will not to the eye appear. 

But pays hei visits to the ear,. 

And knocks so gently, ’t would not flight 
A lady in the darkest night. 

Such IS oui Fanny, whose good-will. 
Which cannot in the grave he still, 
Brings her on earth to entertain 
Her fiiends and lovers in Cock-lane. 


Book II 

A sacred standard rule we find. 

By poets held time out of mind, 

To offer at Apollo’s shrine. 

And call on one, or all the Nine. 

This custom, through a bigot zeefl, 
Which modems of fine taste must feel 
For those who wrote m days of yore, 
Adopted stands, hke many more ; 

Though every cause which then conspired 
To make it practised and admu-ed. 
Yielding to Time’s destructive comse, 

For ages past hath lost its foice 
With ancient bards, an invocation 
Was a trae act of adoration, 
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Of wolsMp an essential part, 

And not a formal piece of art. 

Of paltiy reading a parade, 

A dull solemnity in tiade, 

A pious fevei, taught* to bum 
An hour or two, to seive a turn 
They talk’d not of Castalian springs, 

By way of saying pietty things, 

As we dress out our flimsy ihymes , 

’Twas the religion of the times , 

And they believed that holy stream 
With greater foice made Fancy teem, 
Reckon’d by all a tiue specific 
To make the barren biain prolific 
Thus Romish Church, (a scheme which boars 
Not half so much excuse as theirs) 

Since Faith implicitly hath taught her. 
Reveres the force of holy water 
The Pagan system, whether true 
Or false, its strength, like buildings, diew 
Prom many parts disposed to bear, 

In one great whole, their proper shaie 
Each god of eminent decree 
To some vast beam compared might be , 
Each godling was a peg, or lather 
A cramp, to keep the beams together . 

And man as safely might pretend 
Prom Jove the thunderbolt to rend. 

As with an impious pride aspire 
To rob Apollo of his lyre. 

With settled faith and pious awe, 
Establish’d by the voice of Law, 

Then poets to the Muses came. 

And firom their altars caught the flame. 
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Genius, 'with Phoebus for his guide, 49 

The Muse asdending by his side. 

With towering pinions dared to soar, 

Wheie eye could scarcely strain before 
But why should we, who cannot feel 
These glowings of a Pagan zeal. 

That wild enthusiastic force. 

By which, above her common course, 

Nature, in ecstasy upborne, 

Look’d down on earthly things with scoin ; 

Who have no moie regard, ’tis known. 

For their religion than our own, 60 

And feel not half so fierce a flame 
At Clio’s as at Fisher’s^ name , 

Who know these boasted sacred streams 
Were mere romantic, idle dreams. 

That Thames has waters clear as those^ 

Which on the top of Pindus rose, 

And that, the fancy to refine. 

Water’s not half so good as wine , 

Who know, if profit stakes our eye, 

Should we drink Hehcon quite dry, 70 

The whole fountain Vould not thither lead 
So soon as one poor jug from Tweed 
Who, if to raise poetic fire. 

The power of beauty we require, 

In any public place can view 
More than the Grecians ever knew , 

If wit into the scale is thrown. 

Can boast a Lennox ^ of our own ; 


1 ‘ Fjbher’s ’ Cathenne Fisher, better known by the name of Eitty Fisher, 
A courtezan of gieat beauty — ® ‘ Lennox ’ Mrs Arabella Lennox, the author 
of some pleasingj novels, and a fnend of 3)i Johnson’s See Boswell and 
Hawkins 
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Why should ■we seivile customs choose, n 

And couit an antiquated AIusc 
No matter why— to ask a reason, 

In pedant bigotry is tieasou 

In the bioad, beatftn tuinpike-ioad 
Of hackmed pancgyiic ode. 

No modern poet daies to iide 
Without Apollo by his side, 

Nor in a sonnet take the air, 

Unless his lad;^ Muse he theie , 

She, from some amaianthine giove, 

Wheie little Loves and Giaces love 90 

The laurel to my lord must bear, 

Or gai lands make for wholes to wear , 

She, with soft elegiac verse, 

Must grace some mighty villain’s heaise, 

Oi foi some infant, doom’d by Fate 
To wallow in a laige estate, 

With rhymes the ciadle must adorn, 

To tell the world a fool is boin 
Since then our cntic lords expect 
No hardy poet should reject 100 

Establish’d maxims, or presume 
To place much better in their room, 

By natufe fearful, I submit, 

And m this deaith of sense and v.it — 

With nothing done, and httle said, 

(By wild excursive Fancy led 
Into a^second Book thus far. 

Like some unwary traveller. 

Whom varied scenes of wood and lawn, 

With treacherous delight, have drawn, no 

Deluded from his purposed waj, 

Whom eveij step leads more astray * 
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Who, gazing round, can no where spy, ns 

Or house, or ftiendly cottage nigh, 

And lesolution seems to lack 
To ventuie forwaid, or go hack) 

Invoke some goddess to ’descend, 

And help me to my journey’s end , 

Though conscious Aiiow all the while 

Hears the petition with a smile, 120 

Before the glass her charms unfolds. 

And in herself my Muse beholds. 

Truth, Goddess of celestial biith. 

But little loved or known on earth. 

Whose power but seldom rules the heart, 

Whose name, with hypociitic art. 

An arrant stalking-horse is made, 

A snug pretence to drive a trade. 

An instrument, convenient groi^n, 

To plant more firmly Falsehood’s thione, iso 
As rebels vainish o’er their cause 
With specious colouring of laws. 

And pious traitors draw the knife 
In the king’s name against his life ; 

Whether (from cities far away. 

Where Fraud and Falsehood scorn thy sway) 

The faithful nymph’s and shepherd’s* pride, 

With Love and Virtue by thy side. 

Your hours in haimless joys are spent 
Amongst the children of Content ; wo 

Or, fond of gaiety and sport, 

You tread the lound of England’s court. 

Howe’er my lord may frownmg go. 

And treat the stranger as a foe. 

Sure to^be found a welcome guest 
In George’s and in Charlotte’s breast ; 
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If, in the giddy hours of youth, 

My constant soul adlieicd to truth , 

If fiom the time I fiist ■wrote Man, 

I still pursued thy sacred plan, 

Tempted by Intel est in lain 

To ■wear mean Falsehood’s golden chain ; 

If foi a season drawn away, 

Staitmg fiom Virtue’s path astray, 

All low disguise I scorn’d to tiy, 

And daied to ^n, but not to ho ; 

Hither, oh ’ hithci condescend. 

Eternal Truth ' thy steps to bond, 
xind favour him, who, every hour, 
Confesses and obeys thy po^wei. 

But come not ■with that easy mien 
By which you won the lively Dean ; 

Nor yet assume that strumpet air 
Which Rabelais taught thee fiist to ■weai 
Nor yet that arch ambiguous face 
Which with Cervantes gave thee grace ; 
But come in sacred vesture clad, 
Solemnly dull, and truly sad ' 

Par fiom thy seemly iflatron tram 
Be idiot Mirth, and Laughter vam f 
For Wit and Humour, which pretend 
At once to please us and amend. 

They are not for my present turn ; 

Let them remain in France with Sterne. 

Of noblest City parents bom. 

Whom wealth and dignities adorn. 

Who still one constant tenor keep, 

Not quite awake, nor quite asleep ; 

W’ith thee let formal Dulness come, 

And deep Attention, ever dumb, 
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Who on her lips her finger lays, 

Whilst every 'circumstance she -weighs, 
Whose downcast eye is often found 
Bent -without motion to the giound. 

Or, to some out-ward thing confined. 
Remits no image to the mind. 

No pregnant maik of meaning bears, 
But, stupid, without vision stares ; 

Thy steps let Gravity attend, 

Wisdom’s and Tiuth’s unerring friend ; 
For one may see with half an eye, 

That Gravity can never he, 

And his arch’d blow, pull’d o’er his eyes. 
With solemn proof proclaims him wise 
Free from all waggeiies and sports. 
The produce of luxuiious courts, 

Where sloth and lust enervate youth. 
Come thou, a downiight City-Truth • 
The City, which we ever find 
A sober pattern for mankind ; 

Where man, in equilibrio hung, 

Is seldom old, and never young. 

And, from the cradle to the giave. 

Not Virtue’s friend nor Vice’s slave ; 

As dancers on the wire we spy, 

Hanging between the earth and sky. 

She comes — I see her from afar 
Bending her couise to Temple-Bar ; 

All sage and silent is her train. 
Deportment grave, and garments plain, 
Such as may suit a parson’s wear, 

And fit the headpiece of a mayor 
By Truth inspired, our Bacon’s force 
Open’d the way to Learning’s source , 
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Bojle thiougli tlie ■roiks of Kature ran , 215 

And !N’e\yton, something moie than man, 

Dived into Nature’s hidden springs, 

Laid bare the piinciplcs of things, 

Above the eaith our spnits bore, 

And gave us voilds unknown befoie 220 

By Trath inspiied, v\hen Laiidei’s* -spite 
O’er Milton cast the veil of night, 

Douglas aiose, and tluough the maze 
Of intiicate and binding vajs. 

Came wheie the subtle tiaitor lay. 

And diagg’d him, trembling, to the day , 

Whilst he, (oh, shame to noblest parts, 

Dishonoui to the liberal aits. 

To traffic in so vile a scheme ') 

Whilst he, our letter’d Polypheme,^ 230 

Who had confederate foices join’d. 

Like a base coward skulk’d behind 
By Truth inspired, our ciitics go 
To track Fingal in Highland snow, 

To form their own and others’ creed 
Fiom manuscripts they cannot read 
By Truth inspired, we nittobers see 
Of each profession and degree, 

Gentle and simple, lord and cit, 

Wit without wealth, wealth without wit, 240 

Wffien Punch and Sheridan have done, 

To Fanny’s^ ghostly lectuies run 
By Tiuth and Fanny now mspued, 

I feel my glowing bosom fired , 


^ ‘ Lauder’s ’ William Lauder, tbe notonous forger and interpolator of 
Milton, detected by Br Douglas, Bisbop of Salisbury — ^ * Polyplieme ’ 
Jolmson, ’W’bo at tet took Lauder’s side See * ‘Faimy ’ 

tfie supposed gtiofct 
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Desire beats high m every vein 245 

To sing the spirit of Cock-lane , 

To tell (just as the measure flows 
In halting ihyme, half verse, half prose) 

With more than mortal arts endued, 

Hovr she united force withstood, 250 

And proudly gave a brave defiance 
To Wit and Dulness in alliance 
This apparition (with relation 
To ancient modes of deiivatiop. 

This we may propeily so call. 

Although it ne’er appears at all, 

As by the way of inuendo, 

Lucus IS made d non lucendo) 

Superior to the vulgar mode. 

Nobly disdains that servile road 260 

Which cowaid ghosts, as it appears. 

Have walk’d m full five thousand years, 

And, for restraint too mighty grown, 

Stnkes out a method of her own. 

Others may meanly start away, 

Awed by the herald of the day , 

With faculties too '^veak to bear 
The freshness of the moinmg air, 

May vanish with the melting gloom. 

And glide m silence to the tomb , 270 

She dares the sun’s most piercing light, 

And knocks by day as well as night 
Others, with mean and partial view,^ 

Their visits pay to one or two , 

She, in great reputation grown. 

Keeps the best company in town 
Our active enterprising ghost 
As large and splendid routs can boast 
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As those ^hich, raised bj Pudo’s command,^ 279 
Block up the passage through the Straud 
Gloat adepts m the fighting tiade, 

Who seried then time on the paiadc . 

She-saiiits, iiho, true -to Pleasure’s plan 
Talk about God, and lust for man , 

Wits, who belieTe nor God, nor ghost, 

And fools who woiship every post , 

Cowards, whose lips with war are hung ; 

Men truly brave, who hold their tongue , 

Courtiers, nho laugh they know not why, 

And cits, who foi the same cause ciy ; 290 

The canting tabeinacle-bi other, 

(For one rogue still suspects anothei) , 

Ladies, who to a spirit fly, 

Rather than with their husbands he . 

Loids, who as chastely pass their lues 
With other women as their wives ; 

Proud of their intellects and clothes. 

Physicians, lawyers, parsons, beaux, 

And, truant fiom their desks and shops, 

Spruce Temple clerks and ’prentice fops, soo 
To Fanny come, with th^ same view, 

To find her false, or find her true 

Hark something creeps about the house ! 

Is it a spmt, or a mouse % 

Hark > something scratches round the room I 
A cat, a rat, a stubb’d birch-brooni 
Hark ' on the wainscot now it knocks ’ 

‘ If thou’rt a ghost,’ cried Orthodox, 

With that affected solemn air 

Which hypocrites dehght to wear, sio 

I U^iHe’s wnamantl ’ Tlie Cotiiitess-Bucliess of KorlliiiirJlierlaiid was cele» 
bialed for tlie splendour of ber parties. 
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And all tliose forms of consequence 3n 

Wliicli fools -adopt instead of sense , 

‘ If tUou’it a ghost, who from the tomb 
Stalk’st sadly silent through this gloom, 

In breach of Nature’s stated laws. 

For good, or bad, or for no cause. 

Give now nine knocks , ^ like priests of old, 

Nine we a'sacied number hold ’ 

‘ ’Psha,’ cried Profound, (a man of parts, 

Deep read in all the curious aits, 320 

"Who to then hidden springs had tiaced 
The force of numbers, rightly placed) 

‘ As to the number, you are light ; 

As to the form, mistaken quite 
What’s nine '2 Your adepts all agiee 
The viitue lies in three times three ’ 

He said , no need to say it twice, 

Foi thiice she knock’d, and thrice, aud thiice 
The crowd, confounded and amazed. 

In silence at each other gazed. sao 

Fiom Cselia’s hand the snuff-box feU , 

Tinsel, who ogled with the beUe, 

To pick it up attempts in vain. 

He stoops, but cannot iise again 
Immane Pomposo^ was not heaid 
T’ irapoit one crabbed foreign woid 
Peai seizes heroes, fools, and wits. 

And Plausible his piayeis forgets 
At length, as people just awake. 

Into wild dissonance they break , sio 

AU talk’d at once, but not a word 
Was undei stood or plainly heard. 

1 ‘Nine kncjpks ’ a cuuous anticipation of modem spiiit-rappmgs* — 
® ‘ Immane Pomposo ’ Di Johnson, ‘ immane,’ referi mg to Viigil’s '■Mon- 
Strum hon endum immane ^ ^ aad iidiciding Dr J ’s Latmxsnis 
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Such IS the noise of chattering geese, aia 

Slow sailing on the summer hieeae , 

Such is the language Discoid speaks 
In Welsh women o’ei beds of leeks , 

Such the confused and^holad sounds 
Of lush in potatoe-giouuds 

But tued, foi even C s^ ton^e 

Is not on iron hinges hung, " 350 

Feai and Confusion sound ictieat. 

Reason and Older take then seat 
The fact, confiini’d beyond all doubt. 

They now w ould find the causes out 
For this a sacred lule we find 
Among the nicest of mankind, 

Which newel might exception brook 
Prom Hobbes even down to Bolingbioke, 

To doubt of facts, howeiei tiue. 

Unless they know' the causes too soo 

Tiifle, of whom ’twas hard to tell 
When he intended ill or well , 

Who, to prevent all further pother. 

Probably meant nor one, noi t’ other , 

Who to be silent always loth, 

AYould speak on either side, oi both ; 

Who, led aMay by loie of fame, 

If any new idea came, 

Whatever it made for, always said it, 

Not with an eye to tiuth, but ciedit , sro 

For oratois piofess’d, 'tis known. 

Talk not foi our sake, but their own ; 

Who always show’d his talents best 
When serious things were turn’d to jest, 

' ‘ c *6 ’ not known. 
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And, under much impertinence, 

Possess’d no'common share of sense ; 

"Who could deceiTe the flying hours 
With chat on butterflies and flo'wers , 

Could talk of po’wder, patches, paint, 

With the same zeal as of a saint , 

Could piove a Sibyl brighter far 
Than Venus or the Morning Star , 

Whilst something still so gay, so new. 

The smile of approbation drew. 

And females eyed the charming man, 
Whilst their hearts fluttei’d with their fan , 
Tnfle, who would by no means miss 
An opportunity like this. 

Proceeding on his usual plan, 

Smiled, stroked his chin, and thus began 

‘ With shears or scissors, swoid or knife, 
When the Fates cut the thread of life, 

(Poi if we to the grave are sent. 

No matter with what instrument) 

The body in some lonely spot. 

On dunghill vile, is laid to rot. 

Or sleep among more holy dead 
With prayers irreverently read , 

The soul IS sent where Fate ordains. 

To reap rewards, to suffer pains. 

The virtuous to those mansions go 
Where pleasures unembitter’d flow, 

Where, leading up a jocund band, 

Vigour and Youth dance hand in hand. 
Whilst Zephyr, with haimonious gales. 
Pipes softest music through the vales. 

And ^Spring and Flora, gady ci own’d, 

With velvet carpet spread the ground ; 
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With livelier blush where roses bloom, 409 

And eiery shiub expires poifumb , 

Where cijstal streams meandeiing glide, 

Where waiblmg flows the ambci tide , 

Where other suns dart? biigliter beams, 

And light through purer ethei streams 
Far other seats, far diffeient statpj 
The sons of Wickedness await 
Justice (not that old hag I mean 
Who ’s nightly ip the Gaiden seen,’ 

Who lets no spaik of mercy rise. 

For crimes, by which men lose their eyes , 420 

?for her w'ho, with an equal hand. 

Weighs tea and sugar in the Strand ; 

Nor her who, by the world deem'd wise. 

Deaf to the widow’s piercing cues. 

Steel’d ’gainst the starving orphan’s teais. 

On pawns her base tiibunal reais , 

But her who after death presides. 

Whom sacred Tiuth unemng gmdes , 

Who, free from partial influence. 

Nor sinks nor raises evidence, 430 

Before whom nothing’s inHhe dark, 

Who takes no bnbe, and keeps no cleik) 

Justice, with equal scale below. 

In due pioportion weighs out woe. 

And always with such lucky aim 
Knows punishments so fit to frame, 

That she. augments their grief and pain. 

Leaving no reason to complain. 

Old maids and rakes are join’d together. 
Coquettes and prudes, like April weather, 440 

* Covent, wliere a set of lowwd merceimrj w niches, called 

mdmgjmUm^ sopennt©ided the timurntratioa of 

Q 
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Wit’s foicod to chum with Common-Sense, m 
And Lust IS yoked to Impotence 
Professors (Justice so decieed) 

Unpaid, must constant lectures lead 
On earth it often doth befall, 

They’ie paid, and never read at all 
Parsons-must piactise what they teach. 

And bisho'|)s are compell’d to pi each 

She who on eaith was nice and prim, 

Of delicacy full, and whim 450 

Whose tendei natuie could not bear 
The rudeness of the chuilish air, 

Is doom’d, to mortify her pride. 

The change of weather to abide, 

And sells, whilst tears with liquor mix. 

Burnt brandy on the shoie of Styx. 

Avaro,’- by long use grown bold 
In every ill which brings Inm gold, 

Who his Reedemer would pull down. 

And seU his God foi half-a-crown , 460 

Who, if some blockhead should be willing 
To lend him on his soul a shilling, 

A well-made bargain would esteem it, 

And have more sense than to ledeem it. 

Justice shall in those shades eonfibe. 

To diudge for Plutus in the mine. 

All the day long to toil and roar, 

And, cursmg, work the stubborn ore, 

For coxcombs here, who have no brains. 

Without a sixpence for his pains 470 

Thence, with each due return of night, 

CompeU’d, the tall, thin, half-starved sprite 

1 ‘ Avaio ' Pearce, Bishop of Soohester, a favourite object of Chure’uffs 
ire, as some of &e previous poems prove 
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Shall caith lOTisit, and puito} ii'i 

The place '\\hero once Ins tieasuie lay. 

Shall MOW the stall whcie holy Pnde, 

With lettei’cl Ignoiancc allied, 

Once hail'd him miditpand adoied. 

Descended to anothei loid 

Then shall he, scieaming pieico tlie jm. 

Hang his lank javrs and scowl dci^kii , isi 

Then shall he ban at ITeaven’s deciees. 

And, howliii". ^ink to Hell for ease 

Those who on caith thiongh life have pa=;s’d 
With equal pace fiom fust to last, 

Nor vex'd w itli passions noi w ith spleen, 

Insipid, easy, and serene , 

Whose heads were made too weak to Leai 
The w eight of business oi of care . 

"Who, without meiit, without ciime. 

Contrive' to while away their time , 

Nor good nor bad, nor fools noi wits, 

Mdd Justice, with a smile, peimits 
Still to pursue their daiiing plan, 

And find amusement how they can. 

The beau, m gaudiest pkimage dress’d, 

With lucky fancy o’er the rest 
Of air a curious mantle throws, 

And chats among his brother beaux , 

Or, if the weather ’s fine and clear. 

No sign of ram or tempest near, vw 

Encouraged by the cloudless day. 

Like gdded butterflies at play. 

So lively all, so gay, so brisk. 

In air they flutter, float, and fnsk 
The belle (what mortal doth not knojv 
Belles after death admire a beau ’) 
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With happy grace renews her art 507 

To trap the'coxcomb’s wandering heait ; 

An(^ after death as whilst they live, 

A heart is all which beaux can give 
In some still, solemn, sacred shade. 

Behold a group of authors laid. 

Newspaper wits, and sonneteers, 
Gentlemah'-bards, and ihyming peers. 

Biographers, whose wondious worth 
Is scarce remember’d now on eaith. 

Whom Fielding’s humoui le 5 astray. 

And plaintive fops, debauch’d by Gray, 

All sit together in a ling. 

And laugh and piattle, write and sing 620 

On his own works, with laurel crown’d, 

Neatly and elegantly bound, 

(For this IS one of many rules. 

With writing lords, and laureate fool's. 

And which for ever must succeed 
With other loids who cannot read. 

However destitute of wit. 

To make their works for bookcase fit) 
Acknowledged master of those seats, 

Cibber his Birth-day Odes repeats sso 

With triumph now possess that'^seat, 

With tiiumph now thy Odes repeat , 

Unrivall’d vigils proudly keep. 

Whilst every hearer’s lull’d to sleep , 

But know, lUustiious bard ' when Fate, 

Which still pursues thy name with hate. 

The regal laurel blasts, which now 
Blooms on the placid Whitehead’s brow, 
Low^must descend thy pride and fame. 

And Cibber’s be the second name ’ — 


540 
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Here Tnfle congli’d, (for coughing still 54i 
Beais 'Witness of the spealer’s skill, 

A necessaij piece of art, 

Of ihetoiic an essential pait, 

And adepts m the speaking trade 
Keep a cough hj them ready made, 

Which they successfully dispense 
When at a loss for woids or sense) 

Heie Tiifle cough’d, here paused — but ■while 
He stioTe to recollect his smile, sso 

That happy engine of his art. 

Which tiiumph’d o’er the female heart, 

Cieduhty, the child of Folly, 

Begot on cloister’d Melancholy, 

Who heard, ■with giief, the floiid fool 
Turn sacied things to ridicule. 

And saw him, led by Whim a^way. 

Still further from the subject stray. 

Just in the happy nick, aloud. 

In shape of Moore,* address’d the ciowd • m 
‘ Were we with patience here to sit. 

Dupes to the impeitinence of Wit, 

TiU Trifle his harangue should end, 

A Greenland night we might attend, 

Whilst he,' with fluency of speech. 

Would Tanous mighty nothings teach’ — 

(Here Tiifle, sternly looking down, 

Grayely endeayour’d at a frown. 

But Nature unawares stept in, 

And, mocking, turn’d it to a grin) — 570 

‘And when, in Fancy’s ehanot hurl’d, 

We had been carried round the world, 

3- ‘ Moore ’ llie Eev Mr Moore, then curate of St SepElclire'fl, who had a 
sliare m the CcK^-laae compiracy 
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Involved in error still and doubt, 

He ’d leave ds "where "we first set out. 

Thus soldiers (in whose exercise 
Material use with giandeur "vies) 

Lift up their legs with" mighty pain, 

Only to set them down again. 

Believe^e not (yes, all, I see. 

In sound belief concur with me) 

That Providence, for worthy ends, 

To us unknown, this spirit sends 
Though speechless lay the trembling tongue, 
Your faith was on your featmes hung , 
Your faith I in your eyes could see, 

When all were pale and stared like me 
But scruples to prevent, and loot 
Out every shadow of dispute, 

Pomposo, Plausible, and I, 

With Fanny, have agreed to try 
A deep conceited scheme — this night 
To fix 01 to destroy her quite 
If it be true, before we’ve done, 

We’U make it glaring as the sun ; 

If it be false, admit no doubt 
Ere mormng’s dawn we ’ll find it out. 

Into the vaulted womb of Death, 

Where Fanny now, deprived of breath, 

Lies festering, whilst hei troubled spiite 
Adds horror to the gloom of night, 

Will we descend, and brmg from thence 
Proofs of such force to Common-Sense, 
Vain triflers shall no more deceive. 

And atheists tremble and believe.’ 

He said, and ceased , the chamber rung 
With due applause from every tongue : 
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Tlie mingled sound (now lot me see — fiot 

Sometliing by way of simile) 

Was it more like Strymonian cranes, 

Oi Minds, low murniming, wlieo it rani'', 

Oi diowsy hum of clnstoung bee«, 

Or the hoaise loar of angry seas ^ 

Or (still to heighten and explain. 

For else oui simile is ram) 

Shall M’e declaie it like all four, 

A SCI earn, a rcyirmur, hum, and loai ^ 

Let Fancy now, in awful state, 

Piescnt this gicat tnuravuatc, 

(A method w’hich icceived we find. 

In other cases, by mankind) o20 

Elected with a joint consent. 

All fools m town to represent 

The clock stiikes twelve — Mooie staits and swears 
In oaths, we know, as well as piayeis. 

Religion hes, and a chuich-biothei 
May use at wiU, or one, or t’ other , 

Plausible from his cassock drew 
A holy manual, seeming new ; 

A book it was of private prayer. 

But not a pm the worse for wear . eso 

For, as we by-the-bye may say, 
hlon^but small saints in private piay. 

Religion, fanest maid on eaith' 

As meek as good, who drew her birth 
From that bless’d union, when in heaven 
Pleasure was biide to Viitue given ; 

Religion, ever pleased to pray, 

Possess’d the precious gift one day ; 

Hypocrisy, of Cunning born, 

Crept in and stole it eie the morn , 


MO 
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Whitefield, that greatest of all saints, 64 i 

Who always jfrays and never faints, 

(Whom she to her own brothers boie. 

Rapine and Lnst, on Severn’s shore) 

Received it from the sqninting dame , 

Fiom him to Plausible it came. 

Who, witRunusual care oppress’d, 

Now, trembhiig, pull’d it from his breast , 

Doubts in his boding heart arise. 

And fancied specties blast his^eyes, m 

Devotion spiings from abject feai. 

And stamps his prayers for once sinceie. 

Pomposo, (insolent and loud, 

Vain idol of a scribbling crowd. 

Whose very name inspires an awe. 

Whose every woid is sense and law. 

For what his greatness hath decreed, 

Like laws of Persia and of Mede, 

Sacred through all the realm of Wit, 

Must never of repeal admit , 660 

Who, cursing flattery, is the tool 
Of every fawnmg, flattering fool ; 

Who wit with jealous eye surveys, 

And sickens at another’s praise , 

Who, proudly seized of Learning’s throne. 

Now damns all learning but his own , 

Who scorns those common wares to tiade in, 
Reasoning, convmcing, and persuading, 

But makes each sentence current pasa 

With puppy, cozGomb, scoundrel, ass ; 670 

For ’tis with him a certain rule, 

The foUy ’s pioved when he calls fool , 

Who, to increase his native strength. 

Draws words six syllables in length. 
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"With ivhich, assisted Mitb. a frown crs 

By way of club, he knocks us ddWu ; 

"Who ’hove the vulgar dares to use, 

And sense of decency defies , 

For this same decency* is made 

Only for bungleis in the trade, 6so 

And, like the cobweb laws, is still 

Broke through by gieat ones wh<fn they will) — 

Pomposo, with strong sense supplied. 

Supported, aud^confiim’d by Piidc, 

His comrades’ tenois to beguile 
‘ Grinn’d horribly a ghastly smile 
Featuies so hoiiid, weie it light, 

"Would put the Deni himself to flight. 

Such were the three in name and worth 
Whom Zeal and Judgment singled foith 690 

To try the sprite on Reason’s plan, 

Whether it was of God or man 

Daik was the night , it was that hour 
When Terror reigns in fullest power, 

When, as the learn’d of old have said, 

The yawning Grave gives up her dead ; 

When Muidei, Rapine by»her side. 

Stalks o’er the earth with giant stiide ; 

Our Quixotes (for that knight of old 

Was not in truth by half so bold, yoo 

Though Reason at the same time ones, 

‘ Our Quixotes are not half so wise,’ 

Since they, with other folhea, boast 
An expedition ’gainst a ghost) 

Through the dull deep surrounding gloom, 

In close array, towards Fanny’s tomb ^ 

‘ ‘Fanny’s tomb ’ it had been stated that her tomb half been disturbed, 

«rii m expediliofl actually took plao® to tiic tratii 
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Adventured forth. , Caution before, 7 o? 

With heedful step, the lantern bore, 

Pointing at graves , and in the rear. 

Trembling, and talking loud, went Fear. 

The churchyard teem’d-’— the unsettled ground, 

As in an ague, shook around , 

While, m «nne dreary vault confined. 

Or riding on'ohe hollow wind. 

Horror, which turns the heart to stone. 

In dreadful sounds was heaidto gioan 
AU staling, wild, and out of breath. 

At length they reach the place of Death 
A vault it was, long time applied 
To hold the last remains of Pride 720 

Ho beggar there, of humble lace. 

And humble fortunes, finds a place , 

To rest in pomp as wed. as ease. 

The only way ’s to pay the fees 

Fools, rogues, and whores, if iich and gieat. 

Proud even in death, heie rot m state. 

No thieves disrobe the well-dress’d dead , 

No plumbers steal the sacred lead , 

Quiet and safe the bodies he ; 

No sextons sell, no suigeons buy 730 

Thnce, each the ponderous key applied, 

And thnce to turn it vainly tried, 

Till taught by Prudence to unite, 

And stiaming with collected might, 

The stubborn wards resist no more. 

But open flies the growling door 
Three paces back they fell amazed, 

Like statues stood, like madmen gazed ; 

The flighted blood forsakes the face. 

And seeks the heait with quicker pace , 


740 
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Tkc tlirobbing heait its fear declares, ni 

And upiiglit stand the bii&tlcdr hairs , 

The head in Mild disti action snims, 

Cold sweats bedew the tiembliug limbs ; 

Xatuic, whilst fears 4ici bosom chill, 

Suspends her powers, and life stands still 
Thus had they stood till now , J)ut Shame 
(An useful, though neglected dhnie. 

By HeaTcn design’d the fiicnd of man, 

Thoueh wo dcgiade liei all we can, 750 

And stine, as oui hist pi oof of wit. 

Her name and natuic to foiget) 

Came to their aid m happy hoar. 

And with a w and of mighty pow ei 
Struck on then hearts , vain fears subside. 

And, baffled, leave the held to Pride 
Shall they, (foibid it, Fame ') shall they 
The dictates of vile Fear obey 
Shall they, the idols of the Town, 

To bugbears, fancy-form’d, bow down '2 7co 

Shall they, who gieateat zeal express’d. 

And undertook for all the rest, 

’Whose matchless courage all admire, 

Ingloiious from the task letue ^ 

How would the wicked ones rejoice. 

And infidels exalt their voice. 

If Mooie and Plausible w'eie found. 

By shadows awed, to quit their ground? 

How would fools laugh, should it appeal 
Pomposo was the slave of fear 1 770 

‘Pensh the thought ’ Though to our eyes, 

In all its terrors, Hell should rise ; 

Though thousand ghosti^ m dread aipy, 

’\Yith glaring eyeballs, cross our way , 
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Though Caution, trembling, stands aloof, 

Stdl we will on, and dare the pi oof’ 

They said ; and, without further halt. 
Dauntless march’d onward to the vault 
"What mortal men, who e’er drew breath. 
Shall break into the house of Death, 

With foot sinhallow’d, and from thence 
The mysteries' ^of that state dispense. 

Unless they, with due rites, prepare 
Their weaker sense such sights ^to bear. 

And gam permission from the state, 

On earth their journal to relate ^ 

Poets themselves, without a crime. 

Cannot attempt it e’en in rhyme. 

But always, on such giand occasion. 

Prepare a solemn invocation, 

A posy for grim Pluto weave. 

And in smooth numbers ask his leave 
But why this caution 1 why prepare 
Rites, needless now foi thiice m air 
The Spiiit of the Night hath sneezed, 

And thiice hath clapp’d his wings, well-pleased 
Descend then, Tiuth, and guard thy side. 
My Muse, my patroness, and guide ' 

Let others at invention aim. 

And seek by falsities for fame \ 

Our story wants not, at this time, 

Plounces and furbelows in rhyme ; 

Relate plain facts , be biief and bold„ 

And let the poets, famed of old. 

Seek, whilst our artless tale we tell. 

In vain to find a parallel : 

Silent a]l thiee went in ; about 
AU three turn’d, silent, and came out. 
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Book III. 

It -vras the hour, Avhen housewife Morn 
With pearl and linen hangs each thorn ; 

When happy bards, who can regal" 

Their Muse with country air au 8 ale, 

Ramble afield to brooks and bowers. 

To pick up sci^timents and flo\i ers , 

"When dogs and squires from kennel fly. 

And hogs and faimeis quit their sty , 

When my lord rises to the chase. 

And biawny chaplain takes his place. lo 

These images, or bad, or good. 

If they are lightly understood. 

Sagacious readers must allow 
Proclaim us in the country now ; 

For observations mostly rise 
Prom objects just before our eyes, 

And every lord, m critic wit. 

Can tell you where the piece was wuit ; 

Can point out, as he goci? along, 

(And who shall dare to say he’s wwong 20 

Whether the waimth (for bards, we know. 

At present never more than glow') 

Was m the town or country caught. 

By the peculiar turn of thought 

It was the hour, — though ciitics frown, 

We now declare ourselves in Towm, 

Nor will a moment’s pause allow 
For finding when we came, or how. 

The man who deals in humble prose. 

Tied down by rule and method goes ; 30 
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But they who court the vigorous Muse 
Their carriage have a right to choose 
Flee as the air, and unconfined, 

Swift as the motions of the mind, 

The poet darts fiom place to place, 

And instant hounds o’ei time and space ; 
Natuie (whjlst blended fiie and skill 
Inflame our passions to his will) 

Smiles at hei violated laws. 

And Clowns his dating with applause 
Should there he still some rigid few, 
Who keep piopriety in view, 

Whose heads turn round, and cannot bear 
This whirling passage through the air. 

Flee leave have such at home to sit, 

And write a legimen for wit , 

To clip our pinions let them ti j, 

Not having heart themselves to fly 
It was the hour when devotees 
Breathe pious curses on them knees , 

When they with prayeis the day begin 
To sanctify a night of sin , 

When rogues of modesty, who roam 
Under the veil of night, sneak home. 

That, free from all restraint and awe. 

Just to the windward of the law. 

Less modest rogues their tricks may play, 
And plunder in the face of day 

But hold, — whilst thus we play th^ fool, 
In bold contempt of every rule, 

Things of no consequence expressing. 
Describing now, and now digressing, 

To the discredit of our skill. 

The main concern is standing still 
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In plays, indeed, when storms of rage 1.5 

Tempchtuons 111 tho soul engage. 

Oi wlion the spuits, 'ncal and low, 
x\.ic sunk in deep distress and woe. 

With stiict piopiietj we heai 
Dcsciiptiou stealing on the ear, 

And put off feeling half an hoiii 
To thatch a cot, 01 paint a flo’??!tr , 

But in these seiious woiks, design'd 
To mend the moials of mankind, 

We must foi evei be disgraced 
With all the nicer sons of Taste, 

If once, the shadow to puisue, 

We let the substance out of new 

Oui means must unifoinily tend 

In due propoition to then end, .sj 

And eTcry passage aptly join 

To biibg about the one design 

Our fi lends themsebes cannot admit 

This 1 ambling, wild, digiessive wit , 

No — not those weiy fnends, who found 
Their credit on the self-same ground. 

Peace, my good grumbhng sir — for once, 

Sunk in the solemn, formal dunce. 

This coxcomb shall your fears beguile — 

We will be dull — ^that you may smile 90 

Come, Method, come in all thy pride, 

Dulness and Whitehead by thy side : 

Dulness.and Method stiU are one, 

And Whitehead is their darhng son 
Not he,^ whose pen, abo\e control. 

Struck terror to the guilty soul, 

^ ‘ Not lie ’ Fan! Wlutehea^, the proiipte 
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Made Folly tremble through her state, s)' 

And Tillains blush at being great , 

WhilsTi he himself, with steady face. 

Disdaining modesty and grace. 

Could blunder on through thick and thin. 

Through eveiy mean and servile sin. 

Yet swea:g by Phihp and by Paul, 

He nobly scc^n’d to blush at all ; 

But he who in the Laureate’chair, 

By grace, not merit, planted there. 

In awkward pomp is seen to sit. 

And by his patent proves his wit ; 

For favours of the great, we know. 

Can wit as well as rank bestow : no 

And they who, without one pietension. 

Can get for fools a place or pension. 

Must able be supposed, of course, 

(If reason is allow’d due force) 

To give such quahties and grace 
As may eqmp them for the place 
But he — who measures as he goes 
A mongrel kind of tinkling prose. 

And IS too frugal to dispense. 

At once, both poetry and sense ; 120 

Who, from amidst his slumbering guards, 

Deals out a charge to subject bards. 

Where couplets after couplets creep 
Propitious to the reign of sleep ; 

Yet every word imprints an awe. 

And all his dictates pass for law 
With beaux, who simper all around. 

And belles, who die in every sound . 

^ ‘ £atireate ’ William Wliiteliead, tlie poet laureate 
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Foi m all tliiHgs of this i elation, 120 

ilen mosllj judge from situation, 

Nor m a thousand find we one 
Who really weighs -what ’s said 01 done , 

They deal out censure, 01 give creilit. 

Merely from him who did or said it 
But he — uho, happily serene. 

Means nothing, yet m ould seemAO mean , 

Who rules and cautions can dispense 
With all that humble insolence 
Which Impudence in rain would teach, 

And none but modest men can leach , i40 

Who adds to sentiments the grace 
Of always being out of place, 

And drawls out morals with an air 
A gentleman would blush to wear , 

Who, on the chastest, simplest plan, 

As chaste, as simple, as the man 
Without or character, or plot. 

Nature unknown, and Art forgot. 

Can, with much raking of the brains 

And years consumed in letter’d pains, iso 

A heap of words together* lay, 

And, smirking, call the thing a play 
Who, champion sworn in Virtue’s cause, 

’Gainst Vice his tiny bodkin draws. 

But to no part of prudence stranger, 

Pimt blunts the point for feai of danger. 

So nurses sage, as caution woiks. 

When children first use knives and forks, 

For fear of mischief, it is known, 

To others’ fingers or their own, I60 

> ‘ PI ly ’ allatogr to Wlutahead’s comedy of the ’ SchooJ for Lo* ere 

B 
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To take the edge off wisely choose, 
Though the same stroke takes off the use 

Thee, Whitehead, thee I now invoke. 
Sworn foe to Satire’s generous stroke. 
Which makes unwilling. Conscience feel. 
And wounds, but only wounds to heal 
Good-natured, easy creature, mild 
And gentle ^ a new-born child. 

Thy heart would never once admit 
E’en wholesome rigour to thy^wit ; 

Thy head, if Conscience should comply, 
Its kind assistance would deny. 

And lend thee neither foice nor ait 
To drive it onward to the heart. 

Oh, may thy sacred power control 
Each fiercer workmg of my soul. 

Damp every spaik of genuine fiie. 

And languors, like thine own, inspire ' 
Trite be each thought, and eveiy line 
As moral and as dull as thine ! 

Poised in mid-air — (it matters not 
To ascertain the very spot. 

Nor yet to give you a relation 
How it eluded gravitation) — 

Hung a watch-tower, by Yulcan plann’d 
With such rare skill, by Jove’s command. 
That every word which, whisper’d here. 
Scarce vibrates to the neighbour ear. 

On the still bosom of the air 
Is borne and heard distinctly there — 
The palace of an ancient dame 
Whom men as well as gods call Fame. 

A prattling gossip, on whose tongue 
Proof of perpetual motion hung. 
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WliO'ie lungs in stieugtli all lungs suri)ass 
Like licr oMii timupet made of mass , 

Who Mitli an bundled pan of eves 
The vain attacks of sleep defies, 

Who with an hundi'ed pair of wings 

Xew-s fiom the furthest quarteis biiugs, _»,j 

Sees, hears, and tells, untold before,"’ 

All that she knows and ten tim€s more 
Not all the vutiies which we find 
Concenter’d in q Iluutor’s^ mmd. 

Can make hei spaie the raucoious tale, 

If in one point she chance to fail ; 

Or if, once in a thousand yeais, 

A perfect chaiactei appears, 

Such as of late with joy and piide 

ily soul possess’d, ere Airow died , 210 

Or such as. Envy must allow, 

The woild enjoys in Hunter now ; 

This hag, who aims at ah alike, 

At wirtues e’en like theus wih stiike. 

And make faults m the way of trade. 

When she can’t find them ready made 
Ah things she takes in, ’Small and gieat, 

Talks of a toy-shop and a state 
Of wits and fools, of saints and kings. 

Of gaiters, stars, and leading strings , 220 

Of old lords fumbling for a clap, 

And young ones fuh of piayer and pap , 

Of courts, -of moials, and tje-wigs, 

Of bears and serjeants dancing jigs , 

Of grave professors at the bar 
Learning to thrum on the guitar, 

’ ‘ Hunter ’ Mibi> Hunter, one of Queen Charlotte’s maids of honour, I'ltijjed 
on the day ol the coronation with the Earl of Pembroke. 
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Whilst laws are slubber’d o’er in haste, 22T 

And Judgmeflt sacrificed to Taste , 

Of whited sepulchies, lawn sleeres, 

And God’s house made a den of thieves • 

Of funeial pomps, ^ wheie clamours hung, 
xind fix’d disgiace on every tongue, 

Whilst Stose and Order blush’d to see 
Nobles withd’t humanity , 

Of coronations,^ where each heait, 

With honest raptures, bore a pait ; 

Of city feasts, where Elegance 
Was proud her colours to advance. 

And Gluttony, uncommon case, 

Could only get the second place ; 240 

Of new-raised pillars in the state. 

Who must be good, as being great ; 

Of shoulders, on which honours sit 
Almost as clumsily as wit , 

Of doughty knights, whom titles please. 

But not the payment of the fees , 

Of lectures, whither every fool. 

In second childhood, goes to school , 

Of graybeards, deaf to Reason’s call. 

From Inn of Court, or City Had, 25 o 

Whom youthful appetites enslave. 

With one foot fairly in the grave, 

By help of crutch, a needful brother, 

Learning of Hart ® to dance with t’ other ; 

Of doctors regularly bred 
To fill the mansions of the dead , 


* ‘ Funeral Pomps ’ allndmg to certain impropnetiea at the interment of 
George the Second, which took place the 11th of November 1760 — ® ‘ Coro- 
nations ’ the_goionation of George the Third on the 22d of September 1761 
— * ‘ Hart ’ a danouig-maater of the day 
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Of quacks, (for quacks they must bo '-till, i'>r 
Who save ’\ihen foims lequue to kill) 

Who life, and health, and vigour gn e 
To him, not one Mould Midi to live , 

Of aitists mIio, Mith nqblo&t view, 

Disinterested plans puisne, 

Foi trembling Moith the ladder ral^e, 

And maik out the ascent to pi^ise , 

Of aits and sciences, Mheic meet, 

Sublime, profound, and all complete, 

A set ^ (m honi at some fitter time 
The Muse shall coiiseciate in ihyme) 

Who, humble aitists to out-do, 

A fai nioie libeial plan puisue, ere 

And let their m ell-judged premiums fall 
On those ivho liaic no Moith at all , 

Of sign-post exhibitions, laised 
For laiightei more than to be piaised, 

(Though, by the vay, we cannot see 
Why Praise and Laughter mayn’t agree) 

Where genuine humoui runs to waste. 

And justly chides our nmnt of taste, 

Censuicd, like other things, though good. 

Because they are not understood 280 

To higher subjects now she soais. 

And talks of politics and Mhoies , 

(If to your nice and chaster eais 
That term mdoheate appears, 

Sciipture politely shall refine. 

And melt it into concubine) 

In the same breath spreads Bourbon’s league , ^ 
And publishes the grand intrigue , 

1 * 1 bet ’ aa iii\i{lious reflection on the Society fur t!ie 1*110011 of 

Arte, Maimfatturcs, and Commerce, foimdedmthc jear 17 uu " Fwuubon 
liague ’ tlic fimilj tompaci between France and Spam 



262 


Churchill’s poems 


In Biussels or our own Gazette ^ 289 

Makes armies fight which never met, 

And Circulates the pox or plague 
To London, by the way of Hague , 

For all the lies whicb there appear 
Stamp’d with authoiity come here ; 

Boriows ns fieely from the gabble 
Of some rud^leadei of a labble, 

Or from the quaint harangues of those 
Who lead a nation by the nose, 

As from those stoims which, void of art. 

Burst fiom our honest patiiot’s heait,^ 300 

When Eloquence and Virtue, (late 
Remark’d to live in mutual hate) 

Pond of each other’s faiendship gioun, 

Claim every sentence for their own , 

And with an equal joy lecites 
Parade amours and half-pay fights. 

Perform’d by heroes of fair weather. 

Merely by dint of lace and feather, 

As those raie acts which Honour taught 

Our daiing sons where Granby ® fought, sio 

Or those winch, with supeiior skill, 

Sackville achieved by standing still 
This hag, (the curious, if they please. 

May search, from eailiest times to these. 

And poets they will always see 
With gods and goddesses make fiee, 

Treating ‘them aU, except the Muse,^ 

As scarcely fit to wipe their shoes) 

1 * Gazette ’ the Gazette^ a notorions paper of that time — 

® ‘ Patriot’s heart ’ Mi Pitt, afterwards Lord Chatham — ® * Granby ’ the 
Marqms of Granby, distinguished m a conspicuous manner dm mg these^eu 
jeara’ war, undd* Pimce Feidinand of Brunswick, See Junms 



THE GHOST 


•263 


Who had beheld, fiora fiist to la»t, s'o 

How oui timnmrato had pass'd 
Wight’s dieadful inteival, aud heard, 

With stnct attention, eveiy 'vioid, 

Soon as she saw return of light, 

On sounding pinions took her flight 
Sflift thioiigh the legions of the^sLy, 

Above the reach of human ey^ 

Onward she dro\e the fmious blast, 

And lapid as a whiihind pass’d, 

O’er countries* once the seats of Taste, 

By Time and Ignoiance laid waste , sao 

O’er lands, wheie former ages saw 
Reason and Truth the only law ; 

Where Arts and Arms, and Public Love, 

In generous emulation strove , 

Where kings were proud of legal sway, 

And subjects happy to obey. 

Though now in slavery sunk, and broke 
To Superstition’s gaUing yoke , 

Of Arts, of Arms, no more they tell. 

Or Freedom, which with Science fell, 340 

By tyrants awed, who npver find 
The passage to their people’s mind ; 

To whom the joy was never known 
Of planting m the heart their thi one ; 

Far from aU prospect of relief. 

Their hours in fiuitless prayers and grief, 

For loss of blessings, they employ. 

Which we unthankfully enjoy 
Now IS the time (had we the will) 

To amaze the reader with our skill, sso 

To pour out such a flood of knowledge 
As might suffice for a whole college, * 
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Whilst mth a true poetic force, 

We tiaced tha goddess la her course, 

Sweetfy describing, in our flight. 

Each common and uncommon sight. 

Making our journal gay and pleasant. 

With things long past, and things now present 
Rivers — opce nymphs — (a transformation 
Is mighty pre^y in relation) 

From great authorities we know 
Will matter for a tale bestow 
To make the observation cleai, 

We give our friends an instance heie 
The day (that never is forgot) 

Was very fine, but very hot , 

The nymph (another general rule) 

Inflamed with heat, laid down to cool , 

Her hair (we no exceptions find) 

Waved careless, floating in the wind , 

Her heaving breasts, like summer seas. 

Seem’d amorous of the playful breeze 
Should fond Description tune our lays 
In choicest accents to her praise, 

Description we at last should find, 

Baffled and weak, would halt behind 
Nature had form’d her to inspire 
In every bosom soft desire , 

Passions to raise, she could not feel. 

Wounds to inflict, she would not heal. 

A god, (his name is no great matter. 

Perhaps a Jove, perhaps a Satyr) 

Raging with lust, a godlike flame, 

By chance, as usual, thither came ; 

With gloating eye the fair one view’d, 
Desired^her first, and then pursued . 
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She (for ^\hat other can she do *) .'s: 

Must fly — or how can he pursue.'* 

The !Muse (so custom hath decreed) 

Xow proves her spirit by her speed, 

Xoi must one limping line disgrace 
The life and \igour of the race ; 

She runs, and he inns, till at length. 

Quite destitute of breath and strength, 

To Heaven (for theie we all apply 
For help, when there ’s no other nigh) 

She offers up he'i vngin prajer, 

(Can iirgins pi ay unpiticd there 

And when the god thinks he has caught her, 

Shps thiough his hands and runs to water, 4oo 
Becomes a stream, in which the poet, 

If he has any wit, may show it 
A city once for power lenown'd 
Now leveird even to the ground, 

Beyond all doubt is a direction 
To introduce some fine reflection 
Ah, woeful me ! ah, woeful man t 
Ah, woeful all, do all we can ! 

Who can on earthly things depend 
From one to F other moment’s end 1 410 

Honour, wit, genius, wealth, and gloiy. 

Good lack > good lack ’ are transitory , 

Nothing IS sure and stable found, 

The very eaith itself turns round 
Monarchs^ nay ministers, must die, 

Must rot, must stink — ah, me ' ah, why ' 

Cities themselves in time decay ; 

If cities thus — ah, well-a-day i 
If brick and mortar have an end. 

On w'hat can flesh and blood depend ’ 
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Ah, woeful me ' ah, woeful man t 
Ah, woeful all, do all we can t 

England, (foi that’s at last the scene. 
Though woilds on woilds should rise between, 
"Whither we must our course pursue) 

England should call into reTiew 
Times l(}.ng since past indeed, but not 
By Enghshrgien to be forgot. 

Though England, once so dear to Fame, 
Sints in Great Biitain’s dearer name 
Here could we mention chiefs of old, 

In plain and rugged honour bold. 

To Virtue kind, to Vice severe, 

Sti angers to bribeiy and fear, 

Who kept no wretched clans in awe. 

Who never bioke or waip’d the law , 
Patriots, whom, in her better days. 

Old Rome might have been pioud to laise , 
Who, steady to their country’s claim, 

Boldly stood up in Freedom’s name. 

E’en to the teeth of tyrant Pride, 

And when they could no more, they died 
There (staking /contrast ') might we place 
A servile, mean, degenerate race ; 

Hirelings, who valued nought but gold. 

By the best bidder bought and sold , 

Truants from Honour’s sacred laws. 
Betrayers of their country’s cause ; 

The dupes of paity, tools of power, ^ 

Slaves to the minion of an hour , 

Lackies, who watch’d a favourite’s nod. 

And took a puppet for their god. 

Sincere and honest m our rhymes, 

How might we praise these happier times ! 
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How might the Muse exalt hei la}s, iS’> 

And \iauton in a raoiiaicli’s praise' 

Tell of a pimco, m England boin, 

Whoso Til tues England’s crown adorn, 

In youth a pattern unto age. 

So chaste so pious, and so sage , 4 no 

Who, tine to all those sacred bands, 

Which prirate happiness dema’^ds. 

Yet nerer lets them rise ahoTo 
The stronger ties of public love 

With conscious pride see Eneland stand 
Our holy Chaiter in hei hand , 

She wares it louiid, and o’ei the isle 
See Liberty and Courage smile 
No moic she mourns her tieasures hurl’d 
In subsidies to all the world , 47a 

Xo more by foreign threats dismay'd. 

No more deceived with foreign aid, 

She deals out sums to petty states. 

Whom Honour scorns and Reason hates. 

But, wiser by experience grown, 

Finds safety in herself alone 

‘Whilst thus/ she cnes*, ‘my children stand 
An honest, valiant, native band, 

A train’d militia, brave and free. 

True to their king, and true to me, 480 

No foreign hirelings shall be known, 

Nor need we hiiehngs of our own : 

Under iijust and pious leign 
The statesman’s sophistry is vain ; 

Vara IS each vile, corrupt pretence, 

These are my natural defence , 

Their faith I know, and they shall prove 
The bulwark of the king they love ' 
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These, and a thousand things beside, 489 

Did we consult a poet’s piide, 

Sonie^gay, some seiious, might be said, 

But ten to one they’d not be lead , 

Or weie they by some curious few. 

Not even those would think them tiue , 

For, fionithe time that Jubal first 
Sweet ditties«-to the haip lehearsed, 

Poets have always been suspected 
Of hawing tiuth in rhyme neglected, 

That bald except, who fiom his youth 
Equally famed for faith and truth, 5oo 

By Piudence taught, in couitly chime 
To couitly eais brought tiuth in ih}me ^ 

But though to poets we allow, 

No matter when acquired or how. 

Prom truth unbounded dewiation. 

Which custom calls Imagination, 

Yet can’t they be supposed to he 
One half so fast as Fame can fly , 

Theiefoie fto solwe this Gordian knot, 

A point we almost had foigot) jin 

To courteous leadejs be it known, 

That, fond of verse and falsehood giown, 

Whilst we in sweet digiession sung. 

Fame check’d hei flight, and held hei tongue, 

And now pursues, with double force 
And double speed, her destined comse. 

Nor stops till she the place ^ arrives. 

Where Genius staives and Dulness tlnives , 

Where iiches viitue are esteem’d 

And craft is truest wisdom deem’d, 520 

^ ‘Eliyme ’ d^fallet addressed a contemptible poem, entitled ‘Tnifcli in 
Ebyme/ to the celebrated Loid Ghesta field — ^ ^ Place ’ the Eojal Exchange 
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Wheie Commeice pioudly reais lier tlnone, 521 
In state to otlier lands unknown. 

Where, to be cheated and to cheat, 

Sttangeis fiom ereiy quaitci meet , 

Where Christians, Jews, and Tuiks shake hand', 
United in commercial Viands 
All of one faith, and that to own 
No god but Intel est alone. 

When gods and goddesses come down 
To look about them heie m Town, 530 

(For change of air is understood 
By sons of Physic to be good, 

In due propoitions, now and then, 

For these same gods as well as men) 

By custom luled, and not a poet 
So veiy dull but he must know it, 

In 01 del to lemain incog 
They always tiavel in a fog , 

For if we majesty expose 

To vulgar eyes, too cheap it glows ; 540 

The foice is lost, and free from awe. 

We spy and censure every flaw , 

But well preserved from public view. 

It always breaks forth fresh and new , 

Fierce as the sun m all his piide 
It shines, and not a spot ’s descried. 

Was Jove to lay his thunder by, 

And with his brethren of the sky 
Descend to earth, and fiisk about, 

Like chattenng N ^ from rout to rout, 5-0 

He would be found, with all his host, 

A nine days’ wonder at the most 

» ‘N 
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Would we in trim our honouis wear, 553 

We must pieserre them from the air ; 

What IS familiar men neglect, 

However worthy of respect 
Did they not find a ceitam fiiend 
In Novelty to recommend, 

(Such we, by sad experience, find 

The wretched _^folly of mankind) soo 

Venus might unatti active shine. 

And Hunter fix no eyes but mine. 

But Fame, who never cared a jot 
Whether she was admired or not. 

And nevei blush’d to show hei face 
At any time m any place, 

In her own shape, without disguise, 

And visible to mortal eyes. 

On ’Change exact at seven o’clock 
Alighted on the weathercock, sro 

Which, planted there time out of mind 
To note the changes of the wind. 

Might no improper emblem be 
Of her own mutability 

Tlmce did she sound her trump, (the same 
Which from the fiist belong’d to Fame, 

An old ill-favour’d instrument, 

With which the goddess was content, 

Though under a politer race 

Bagpipes might well supply its place) sso 

And thrice, awaken’d by the sound,. 

A general din prevail’d around ; 

Confusion thiough the city pass’d, 

And Pear bestrode the dieadful blast 
Those fragrant cunents, which w’e meet 
Distilhng soft thiough every street. 
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Affi-ighted fiom tlie usual course, r.s: 

Ran muimuimg up^vaids to their source ; 

Statues "wept teais of blood, as fast 
As vhen a Caisar breathed his last , 

Horses, -which al^vajs used to go 
A foot-pace m my Lord Mayor’s show, 

Impetuous from their stable broke, 

And aldermen and oxen spoke 

Halls felt the foice, towers shook around. 

And steeples nodded to the ground ; 

St Paul himself (stiange sight ') was seen 
To bow as humbly as the Dean , 

The Mansion House, for ever placed 
A monument of City taste, eoo 

Tiembled, and seem’d aloud to groan 
Through all that hideous weight of stone. 

To still the sound, oi stop her eai ^ 

Remove'the cause or sense of fears. 

Physic, in college seated high. 

Would anything but medicine try 
Ho more in Pewterer’s HaU ^ was heard 
The pioper force of every word , 

Those seats were desolate become, 

A hapless Elocution dumb eio 

Foim, city-bom and city-bred, 

By strict Decoium ever led. 

Who threescoie jears had known the grace 
Of one dull, stiff, unvaried pace, 

Terror prevailing over Pride, 

Was seen to take a larger stride ; 

Worn to the bone, and clothed in rags, 

See Avarice closer hug his bags ; 

1 ‘Pentcieis’ HaU ’ Macklm’a reeitations and to lecture on docution 
were delivered at Pewterers’ Hall, in lame Street 
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With her own weigM unwieldy grown, 619 

See Credit totter on her thione , 

Virtue alone, had she been there, 

The mighty sound, unmoved, could bear 
Up from the gorgeous bed, where Pate 
Dooms annual fools to sleep m state. 

To sleep so sound that not one gleam 
Of Fancy ca”? provoke a dream. 

Great Dulman ^ staited at the sound. 

Gaped, rubb’d his eyes, and staled around 
Much did he wish to know, much fear. 

Whence sounds so horrid stiuck his eai, m 

So much unlike those peaceful notes. 

That equal haimony, which floats 
On the dull wing of City air. 

Grave prelude to a feast or fair . 

Much did he inly lummate 
Concemmg the decrees of Fate, 

Revolving, though to little end. 

What this same trumpet might poitend 
Could the French — ^no — ^that could not bo. 
Under Bute’s active ministry, eio 

Too watchful to he so deceived — 

Have stolen hither unperceived ^ 

To Newfoundland,^ indeed, we know 
Fleets of war unobserved may go , 

Or, if observed, may be supposed. 

At intervals when Reason dozed. 

No other point m view to bear 

But pleasure, health, and change of air , 

1 ‘ Bwlmin ’ Sir Samuel Fludyer, Bart: M P for Cliippenham, Beputy- 
Oovemor of the Bank of England, and Lord Mayor of London for 1761-2 — 
2 ‘ Hewfoundland ’ in May 1762 a French squadron escaped out of Biest in a 
fog, and took the town of St Jolmh m Newfoundland 
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But Reason ne’er could sleep so sound t.40 

To let an enemy be found 
In our land’s heart, ere it was known 
They had departed from their own. 

Or could his successor, (Ambition 
Is e\ er haunted with suspicion) 

His daiing successor elect, 

All customs, rules, and forms r^ect, 

And aim,j^ regaidless of the ciime. 

To seise the chair before his time 

Or (deeming this the lucky hour. 

Seeing his countrymen m pOMcf. 660 

Those countrymen, who, fiom the first, 

In tumults and lebelhon nursed. 

Howe’er they wear the mask of art, 

Stdl lore a Stuart in their heart) 

Could Scottish Charles 

Conjecture thus. 

That mental tgnis fatuus. 

Led his poor biains a weary dance 
From Prance to England, hence to France, 

Till Information (in the shape 
Of chaplain learned, good«Sir Crape, ero 

A lazy, lounging, pamper’d priest, 

Well known at every city feast. 

For he was seen much oftener there 
Than m the house of God at prayer ; 

Who, always ready in his place, 

Ne’er let,God’s creatures wait for grace. 

Though, as the best historians write, 

Less famed for faith than appetite , 

His disposition to reveal. 

The grace was short, and long the meal , 

I ^ km ’ Beckford was the lord Major elect; foi 1762-d 

S 
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Wlio always would excess admit, esi 

If hauncli ordiurtle came with it, 

And^ne’er eugaged m the defence 
Of self-denying Abstinence, 

When he could foitunately meet 
With anything he liked to eat ; 

Who knew that wine, on Scnpture plan. 

Was made tc cheei the heart of man ; 

Knew too, hy long expeiience taught, 

That cheei fulness wg.s kill’d by thought , 69 o 

And fiom those premises collected, 

(Which few pel haps would have suspected) 

That none who, with due shaie of sense, 

Obseived the ways of Providence, 

Could with safe conscience leave off dunking 
Till they had lost the power of thinking , 

With eyes half-closed came waddling in, 

And, having stroked his double chin, * 

(That chin, whose ciedit to maintain 
Against the scoffs of the profane, 7oo 

Had cost him moie than evei state 
Paid for a poor electoiate,^ 

Which, after all the cost and rout 
It had been better much without) 

Briefly (foi bieakfast, jou must know. 

Was waiting all the while below) 

Related, bowing to the ground. 

The cause of that uncommon sound , 

Related, too. that at the door 
Pomposo, Plausible, and Moore, no 

Begg’d that Fame might not be allow’d 
Their shame to publish to the crowd , 

~ i ‘ Electorate ’ tbe electorate of Hanover 
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(If old could uot he mihappliod 
With as much ease and safety theie 
x\s they aie misapplied elscRheie) 

By xchich it might be cpnstiiied ticasoa 
In man to exercise his leason , 

Which might ingeniously dei I'-e 

One punishment foi truth and ire"?, 7_. 

And faiily piorc A\hen they had done. 

That tmth and falsehood ueie hut one , 

Which Junes must indeed letam, 

But their eftects should icndei \ain. 

Making all leal pouer to lest 
In one coriupted lotten breast. 

By ’«'hose false gloss the Teiy Bible 
Might be mteipieted a libel 

Moore (who, his leiercnce to «ave. 

Pleaded the fool to screen the kua\e. 73u 

Though all who witness’d on his part 
Swoie for his head against his heait) 

Had taken down, fiom first to last, 

A just account of all that pass’d ; 

But, since the giacious wiH of Fate, 

Who mark’d the child for wealth and slate 

E’en in the ciadlo, had decreed 

The mighty Hulman ne’ei should read, 

That office of disgiace to heai 

The smooth-lipp’d Plausible ] was there ■ riu 

From Holbom e’en to Clerkenwell, 

Who knows not smooth-lipp’d Plausible ^ 

A preacher, deem’d of greatest note 
For preaching that which others wrote 

1 ^ Hatisible ’ the Itev, W SJioa in 1763 pubhbhed & sbjlen sermon aa 
ins own 
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Had Dulman no-w, (and fools, we see, 745 

Seldom want curiosity) 

Consented (but tbe mourning shade 
Of Gascoyne hasten’d to his aid. 

And in his hand — ^what could he more — 
Tiiumphant Canning’s picture bore) 76o 

That our three heroes should adrance 
And read th^ir comical romance. 

How iich a feast, what royal fare, 

We for oui leaders might piepaie ' 

So iich and yet so safe a feast. 

That no one "foreign blatant beast, 

Within the purlieus of the law, 

Should daie thereon to lay his paw. 

And, growling, cry, with surly tone, 

‘ Keep off — ^this feast is all my own ’ 76o 

Bending to earth the downcast eye, 

Or planting it against the sky. 

As one immersed in deepest thought. 

Or with some holy vision caught. 

His hands, to aid the tiaitoi’s art, 

Devoutly folded o’er his heait , 

Here Moore, in fiiaud well skill’d, should go. 

All saint, with solemn step and slow 
Oh, that Religion’s sacred name, 

Meant to inspire the purest flame, 770 

A prostitute should ever be 
To that arch-fiend Hypocrisy, 

Where we find every other vice 
Clown’d with damn’d sneaking cowardice ' 

Bold sin leclaim’d is often seen , 

Past hope that man, who dares be mean 
There, full of flesh, and full of grace. 

With that fine lound unmeaning face 
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Which Natuie gi\es to soiih of eaitli rn 

Whom she designs for ca^e and.iiiud!. 

Should the pnm Plau^hle bo «oon, 

Obseive his stift' affected niion , 

'Gainst Natuie, aim’d bj Giant}, 

Ills features too m biicllc see , 

See with what sanctitj^ he leads, 

With what devotion tells his bemls ' 

Now, piophet, show me, bj tliiiie ait. 

What’s the leligion of liis hcait 
Show there, if tiutli thou eaii'.t unfold, 

Religion centred all in gold , 7' i 

Show him, nor fear Collection’s lod, 

As false to fiiendship, as to God 
Horiid, unwieldj’, without foim 
Savage as ocean in a stoiui, 

Of size piodigious, in the rear, 

That post of lionoui, should appeal 
Pomposo , fame aiound should tell 
How' he a slave to Inteiest feU . 

How, for integiity renown d. 

Which booksellers have often found, mb 

lie for subscribers baits his hook,^ 

And takes their cash — ^but wlieie’s the book * 

No matter where— wise feai, we know, 

Poibids the robbing of a foe , 

But what, to serve oui pin ate ends, 

Foibids the cheating of oui friends '<■ 

No mai\ ahve, who would not swear 
All ’s safe, and therefoie honest there , 

For, spite of all the learned saj. 

If we to truth attention pay, su* 

^ ‘ Uis Iwolv ’ Dr Jolinson was in possebsioii of biikeriptjoiis foi lii" iilitiou 
ol Slulvbpeaie for upwards of twenty }ears eie it appealed 



278 


CHUECHiLL’s POEMS. 


The wold dishonesty is meant 8ii 

Foi nothing §lse but punishment 
Fam05 too, should tell, nor heed the threat 
Of rogues, who biother logues abet, 

Noi tiemble at the teiiois hung 
Aloft, to make her hoM her tongue. 

How to all piiiiciples untiiie. 

Not fix’d to old fi lends nor to new. 

He damns the 'pension which he takes 

And loxes the Stuait he foi sales 82o 

Natuie (who, justly regular. 

Is veiy seldomr known to eix, 

But now and then, m sportive mood. 

As some rude wits have understood, 

Or thiough much woik required in haste, 

Is with a random stroke disgraced) 

Pomposo, foim’d on doubtful plan. 

Not quite a beast, nor quite a man , 

Like — God knows what — for never yet 
Could the most subtle human wit sso 

Find out a monster which might be 
The shadow of a simile. 

These thiee, thesq gieat, these mighty three, — 
Noi can the poet’s truth agree. 

Howe’er report hath done him wrong, 

And waip’d the purpose of his song, 

Amongst the lefuse of their race. 

The sons of Infamy, to place 

That open, generous, manly mind, 

liYhich we, uith joy, in Aldrich ^ find — 84o 

These three, who now aie faintly shonn. 

Just sketch’d, and scaicely to be known, 

1 ^ AlilriQli ’ tlie Ecveiend Stephen Aidnch, Eector of St John’s, ClerLcn- 
wei!, actnel^ contubuted to the e'sposure of the Cock-lane gliost 
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Let ragged Virtue stand aloof, 877 

Nor muttei accents of reproof, 

Let ragged Wit a mute become. 

When Wealth and Power would have her dumb , 
For who the devil doth not know 
That titles and estates' bestow 
An ample stock, where’er they fall, 

Of graces which we mental call 
Beggars, in every age and nation, 

Are rogues and fools by situation , 

The nch and great are understood 
To be of course both wise and good 
Consult, then. Interest more than Pride, 

Discreetly take the stronger side , sso 

Desert, in time, the simple few 
Who Virtue’s barren path pursue , 

Adopt my maxims — follow me — 

To Baal bow the prudent knee , 

Deny thy God, betray thy friend, 

At Baal’s altars hourly bend. 

So shalt thou rich and great be seen , 

To be great now, you must be mean ’ 

Hence, Tempter,rto some weaker soul. 

Which fear and interest control , soo 

Vainly thy precepts are address’d 
Where Virtue steels the steady breast , 

Through meanness wade to boasted poMer, 
Through guilt repeated every hour , 

What IS thy gain, when all is done. 

What mighty laurels hast thou won ^ 

Dull crowds, to whom the heart’s unknown, 

Piaise thee for virtues not thine own 
But will, at once man’s scourge and fnend, 
Impartial Conscience too commend 910 
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Fiom liei lepioaclies canst thou fl} ? >iii 

Canst thou -ftith uoiids her biloix-e bu\ * 

Believe it uot — hoi stings shall faiid 
k passage to thy coward mind 
There shall she fix her sharpest dart , 

There show thee truly as thou art, 

UnkuoMn to those* by whom thou ’it-prizcd. 

Known to thyself to be despised 
The man who weds the sacred Jlusc, 

Disdains all meicenaiy news, no 

And he, who Anitue’s throne would leai 
Laughs at the phantoms laisedTiy Feai 
Though Folly, robed in pm pie, shines, 

Though Vice exhausts Peiuvian mines. 

Yet shall they tremble, and turn pale, 

YThen Satiie wields her mighty flail , 

Or should they, of lebuhe afraid, 

"With Melcombe* seek hell’s deepest shade, 

Satire, still mindful of her aim, 

Shall bring the cow'ards back to shame j iu 

Hated by many, loved by few, 

Above each little private view. 

Honest, though poor, (and* who shall dare 
To disappoint my boasting there 
Hardy and resolute, though weak, 

The dictates of my heart to speak, 

"WiEing I bend at Satire’s throne , 

What powei I have be all her own. 

Nor sltall yon lawjei’s specious art, 

Conscious of a corrupted heart, 940 

1 ‘Melcombe ’ George Bnbb Doddmgton, the son of an apothecarv at 
Weymouth, by skilful electiouecnng, raised himedf to the peerage under the 
title of Lord Melootnbe Thomson addressed to him ha ‘ Sununer,’ and Young 
hia ‘ Universal Passion ’ 
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Qreate imaginaiy fear 941 

To damp us.m our bold career 
Wh^ should we fear and what '2 The laws 
They all are aim’d in Virtue’s cause , 

And aiming at the self-same end, 

Satire is always Vutue’s fiieud 
Nor shall that Muse, whose honest rage, 

In a coiiupt.degenerate age, 

(When, dead'*to erery nicer sense, 

Deep sunk in Tice and indolence, 950 

The spiiit of old Rome was broke 
Beneath the tyrant fiddler’s yoke) 

Banish’d the rose fiom Neio’s cheek, 

Undei a Brunswick fear to speak 

Drawn by Conceit from Reason’s plan, 

How vain is that poor creature, Man t 
How pleased is every paltry elf 
To prate about that thing, himself' 

After my promise made in rhyme, 

And meant in earnest at that time, 960 

To jog, according to the mode. 

In one dull pace, in one dull load. 

What but that cuise of heart and head 
To this digression could have led ^ 

Where plunged, in vain I look about. 

And can’t stay in, nor well get out. 

Could I, whilst Humour held the quill. 

Could I digress with half that skill ; 

Could I with half that skiU return, . 

Which we so much admire in Steine. 970 

Where each digression, seeming vain, 

And only fit to enteitain. 

Is found, on better recollection, 

To have a just and nice connexion, 
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To help the 's\hole with viondrous art, 975 

Vlience it becras idlj to depart •„ 

Thea slioiild our leadeis ne’er accu''e 
These wild excursions of the !Muse , 

Ne’ei backward turn dull pages o’er 
To lecollect "nhat ’oent 'before . OsO 

Deeply impress’d, and eici new. 

Each image past should stmt to^iicw, 

And e to Dulman iiovs come fo. 

As if we ne’er had absent been 

Hare you not'seen uhcn danger ’s near 
The co'naul cheek tuin white W5th feai ^ 

Haie }ou not seen, uhen danger’s fled, 

The self-same cheek with joy tuin red ^ 

These aie low symptoms which we find. 

Pit only foi a lulgar mind, 990 

Wheic honest featuies, Toid of ait, 

Betiay the feelings of the heart 
Oui Dulman w ith a face was bless'd, 

Wheie no one passion was expicss’d , 

His eye, in a fine stupor caught, 

Implied a plenteous lack of thought , 

Hor was one line that w^hoje face seen in 
Which could be justly charged with meaning 
To Aval ice by biith allied, 

Debauch’d by maniage into Piide, looo 

In age grown fond of youthful spoils. 

Of pomps, of vanities, and courts. 

And by success too mighty made 
To love his country or his trade , 

Stiff in opinion, (no rare case 
With blockheads in or out of place) 

Too weak, and insolent of soul 
To suffer Reason’s just control, 
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B,ut bending, of bis own accoid, looo- 

To that trim transient toy, my loid , 

Tlie*dupe of Scots, (a fatal race. 

Whom God m wrath contrived to place 
To scouige our crimes, and gall our piido, 

A constant thoin in England’s side , 

Whom fiist, our greatness to oppose, 

He in his vepgeance maik’d foi foes , 

Then, moie to serve his wiathful ends. 

And moie to curse us, maik’d for friends) 

Deep in the state, if we give*^ credit 

To him, for iTo one else e’er said it, 1020 

Swoin fiiend of gieat ones not a few. 

Though he their titles only knew, 

And those (which, envious of his breeding, 
Book-woims have chaiged to want of leading) 
Merely to show himself polite 
He never would pronounce aright ; 

An orator with whom a host 

Of those which Rome and Athens boast. 

In all their pride might not contend , 

Who, with no poweis to recommend, 1030 

Whilst Jackey Hume, and Billy Whitehead, 

And Dicky Glover,^ sat delighted. 

Could speak whole days in Nature’s spite, 

Just as those able vei semen write , 

Great Dulman from his bed aiose — 

Thrice did he spit — thrice wiped his nose — 
Thrice strove to smile — ^thrice strove to frown — 
And thrice look’d up — and thrice look’d down — 
Then silence bioke — ‘ Crape, who am H ’ 

Crape bow’d, and smiled an aich reply 1040 

^ ^ Dicly GIo\er ’ Kichard Glower, author oi ‘ Leonidas ’ 
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• Am I not. Crape ^ I am, }ou know, ’mu 

Above all those "who are belon 

Hare I not kuorvledge and foi rrit, 

hlonej mil alvrays purchase it 

Nor, if it needful should be found, 

AVill I grudge ten or twenty pound. 

For which the whole stock may be bought 
Of scoundrel wits, not woith a groat 
But lest I should proceed too far, 

I’ll feel my friend the Minister, loro 

(Great men, Crape, must not be neglected) 

How he in this point is affectefl , 

For as I stand a magistrate. 

To serve him first, and next the state, 

Perhaps he may not thmk it fit 
To let his magistrates have wit 

Boast I not, at this very hour. 

Those large effects which troop mth ponei * 

Am I not mighty in the land 

Do not I sit whilst others stand 1 loso 

Am 1 not with rich garments graced. 

In seat of honour always placed 
And do not cits of chief degree, 

Though proud to others, bend to me ? 

Have I not, as a Justice ought. 

The laws such wholesome rigour taught, 

That Fornication, in disgrace, 

Is now afraid to show her face, 

And not, one whore these walls approaches 
Unless they ride in their own coaches ? luro 

And shall this Fame, an old poor strumpet, 
Without our licence sound her trumpet, 

And, envious of our city’s quiet, 

In broad daylight blow up a not ^ 
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If insolence like tins ■vre bear, 1075 

Where is our state ^ our office where 
Farewell, all honours of oui leign , 

Farewell, the neck-ennobling chain, 

Fieedom’s known badge o’ei all the globe , 
Faiewell, the solemn-spieading robe , loso 

Farewell, the swoid , faiewell, the mace , 
Faiewell, all^title, pomp, and place , 

Remoyed fiom men of high degiee, 

(A loss to them, Crape, not to me) 

Banish’d to Chippenham 01 to Frome, 

Dulman once 'more shall ply the loom ’ 

Crape, lifting up his hands and eyes, 

‘ Dulman I — ^the loom I — at Chippenham I ’ — cries , 
‘ If theie be poweis which gieatness love. 

Which rule below, but dwell above, i 090 

Those powers united all shall join 
To contradict the rash design. 

Soonei shall stubborn Will ^ lay down 
His opposition with his gown , 

Sooner shall Temple leave the load 
Which leads to Viitue’s mean abode , 

Soonei shall Scots? this countiy quit, 

And England’s foes be friends to Pitt, 

Than Dulman, fiom his giandeur thrown, 

Shall wander outcast and unknown 1100 

Sure as that cane,’ (a cane there stood 
Near to a table made of wood. 

Of dry fine wood a table made. 

By some rare aitist in the trade, 

1 ^Will ’ Willnm Beclvford, Esq, elected an alderman, June 1752, and 
tmice Lord Major of Loudon, in 1762 and 1769 He was a West India raer- 
cliant, possessed a princely fortune, and became higlily popular by his strenuous 
opposition to court his son was the author of ‘ Caliph Vathek ’ 
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Who had enjO}’d immoital praise :ufS 

If he had bred m Homer s da} 

‘ Sure as that caue, -nhich once -was seen' 

In pnde of life all fiesli and gieeii, 

The hanks of Indus to adoin, 

Then, of its leafy honours shorn, .uc 

According to exactest lulc, 

Was fashion’d by the ’eoiknianXtool, 

And ii'hich at present ii c bchol9 

Cuiiously polish'd, cioirii'd vith gold, 

WTth gold veil wrought , sun* as that cane 

Shall nevei on its natne plain 

Strike root afiesh, shall neicr nioic 

Flouiish in taviny India's shoie. 

So suio shall Dulman and his race 

To latest times this station giaee ’ i leo 

Dulman, who all this ■while had kept 

His eyelids closed as if he slept, 

How looking steadfastly on Ciapc, 

As at some god in human shape • 

‘Cl ape, I protest, you seem to me 

To have discharged a prophecy : 

Yes — ^fiom the first it doth appear 

Planted by Fate, the Dulmaus here 

Have alu ays held a quiet reign, 

And here shall to the last remain. ii3" 

‘ Crape, they re all wioug about this ghost — • 

Quite on the wrong side of the post — 

Blockheads ' to take it in their head 
•• 

To be a message fiom the dead, 

For that by mission they design, 

A word not half so good as mine. 

Crape — ^here it is — start not one doubt— 

A plot — a plot — I Ve found it out ’ 
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0 Grod ' ’ cries Crape, ‘ how Mess’d the nation, 
Where one son boasts such penetration ' ’ ii4o 
“Crape, I We not time to tell you now 
When I discover’d this, or how , 

To Stentor^ go — ^if he’s not theie. 

His place let Bully Horton hear— 

Our citwens to council call — 

Let all meet— ’tis the cause of all 
Let the thiee witnesses attend. 

With allegations to befiiend. 

To swear just so much, and ho moie. 

As we instruct them in before ii5o 

‘ Stay, Crape, come bach — what ! don’t you see 
The effects of this discovery 1 
Dulman all care and toil endures — 

The profit, Ciape, will all be yours 
A mitre, (for, this arduous task 
Perform’d, they’ll grant whate’er I a^k) 

A mitre (and perhaps the best) 

Shall, through my interest, make thee blest 

And at this time, when gracious Pate 

Dooms to the Scot the reins of state, iieo 

Who IS moie fit (and for your use 

We could some instances produce) 

Of England’s Church to be the head, 

Than you, a Piesbyterian bred'^ 

But when thus mighty you are made. 

Unlike the brethren of thy trade, 

Be grateful. Crape, and let me not. 

Like old Newcastle,^ be forgot 
But an affair. Crape, of this size 
Will ask from Conduct vast supplies ; iiro 

^ ‘ Steiitor’ unknown — ® ‘ Newcastle ’ the Duke of Newcastle, who died 
in 1768, hadf^for more than fifty years filled the greatest offices m the state 
See Macaulay’s papers on Chatham, and Humphrey Clinker 
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It must not, as tlie vulgar saj, in, 

Be done in hugger-mugger a} 

Traitois, indeed (and tliat's di«crcct) 

Who hatch the plot, in pin ate meet 
They should in public go, no doubt. 

Whose business is to fiiM it out 
To-moiiow — if the da} appeal 
Likely to turn out fair and cleai^ — 

Pioclaim a grand processionade*^ — 

Be all the citj-poiup displaj'd , rsn 

Let the Train-bEnds ' — Crape shook his head 
They heard the trumpet, and vrere fled — 

‘Well,’ cries the Knight, ‘ if that’s the case 
My servants shall supply their jdacc — 

My servants — mine alone — no moie 
Than what my servants did before — 

Dost not remember. Crape, that day 
When, Dulman’s grandeur to display 
As all too simple and too low, 

Our city friends weie thrust below, nso 

Whilst, as more worthy of our love. 

Courtiers were entertain’d above ^ 

Tell me, who waited then^ and how' ^ 

My servants — mine and why not now’'’ 

In haste then. Crape, to Stentor go — 

But send up Hart, who waits below , 

With him, till you return again, 

(Reach me my spectacles and cane) 

I ’ll make^ a pi oof how I advance in 
My new accomplishment of dancing.’ 120c 

Not quite so fast as lightning flies. 

Wing’d with red anger, through the skies , 

1 ‘ Frocessionacle * for the piir|K)se of prepmog an atMre'ss to bn 
m the conclusion of the peace with Frants 

T 
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Not quite so fast as, sent by Jove, 

Ins descend! on mugs of love , 

Not- quite so fast as Teiror rides 
When he the chasing winds bestndes, 

Crape hobbled , but his mind was good — 
Could he go faster than he could '*■ 

Near^to that tower, which, as we he told, 
The mighty Julius raised of old, 

Where, to th6 block by Justice led. 

The rebel Scot hath often bled , 

Wheie aims are kept so clean, so bright, 
’Tweie sm they should be soil’d m fight ; 
Where brutes of foreign race are shown 
By brutes much gi'eater of our own , 

Fast by the ciowded Thames, is found 
An ample square of sacred ground, 

Where aitless Eloquence presides, 

And Nature every sentence gmdes 
Here female parliaments debate 
About religion, trade, and state ; 

Heie every Naiad’s patriot soul. 

Disdaining foieign base control. 

Despising French, despising Eise, 

Pours forth the plain old English curse. 
And beais aloft, with terrors hung, 

The honours of the vulgar tongue. 

Here Stentor, always heard with awe. 

In thundering accents deals out law 
Twelve furlongs off each dieadful word 
Was plainly and distinctly heard. 

And every neighbour hill around 
Return’d and swell’d the mighty sound , 
The loudest vugin of the stream, 

Comfpared with him ■would silent seem ; 


1203 


1210 


1220 


1230 



TUB GHOST 


291 


Thames, (who, enraged to find his course ’2 ,r 
Opposed, rolls down with double •foicc. 

Against the budge indignant roars, 
x\nd lashes the lesounding shores) 

Compaied mth him, at lowest tide, 

In softest whispeis seems to glide. 

Hither, diiected bj the noise, 

Swoll’d with the hope of future jojs, 

Through too much zeal and haste made lame. 

The reverend sl^ie of Dulinan came 
‘ Steiitor ’ — with such a serious air, 

W ith such a face of solemn care. 

As might import him to contain 
A nation’s welfare in his biam — laiti 

‘ Stentor,' cries Crape, ‘ I ’m hithei sent 
On business of most high intent, 

Grieat Dulman's ordeis to conve) , 

Dulman commands, and I obey , 

Big with those throes which patriots feel. 

And labouring for the commonweal. 

Some secret, which forbids him rest. 

Tumbles and tosses in his breast , 

Tumbles and tosses to get’frce, 

And thus the Chief commands by me i3iw 

‘ To-morrow, if the day appear 
Likely to turn out fair and clear, 

Proclaim a grand processionade — 

Be all the city pomp displa}’d — 

Our citizens to council call — 

Let all meet — ’tis the cause of all ' ’ 
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Book IV. 

Coxcombs, wbo yaiulj mate pretence 
To something of exalted sense 
’Bove otlier men, and, gravely vf-ise, 

Ajffect those pleasmes to despise. 

Which, merely to the eye confined. 

Bring no improvement to the^ mind. 

Rail at all pomp , they would not go 
For millions to a puppet-show. 

Nor can forgive the mighty crime 
Of countenancing pantomime , lo 

No, not at Covent Grarden, where. 

Without a head for play or playei. 

Or, could a head he found most fit. 

Without one player to second it, 

They must, obeying Polly’s call, 

Thnve by meie show, oi not at all. 

With these grave fops, who, (bless then brains ') 
Most cruel to themselves, take pains 
For wretchedness, <and would be thought 
Much w'lser than a wise man ought, 20 

For his own happiness, to be , 

Who what they hear, and what they see. 

And what they smell, and taste, and feel, 

Distrust, till Reason sets her seal. 

And, by long trains of consequences 
Insured, gives sanction to the senses , 

Who would not (Heaven forbid it ') waste 
One hour in what the world calls Taste, 

Nor fondly deign to laugh or cry, 

Unless they know some reason why , so 
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IrVitli these gia-ve fops, ^shose system seems 
To gne up cei taint} foi di earns,* 

The eye of man is understood 
As foi no other purpose good 
Than as a dooi, through which, of course, 

Then passage ciowding) objects force , 

A downiight ushei, to admit 
hTew-comers to the court of Wit 
(Good Grayity f foi bear thy spleen ; 

When I say Wit, I Wisdom mean) 

Wheie (such the practice of the court, 

Which legal precedents supporf) 

ITot one idea is allo\i’d 

To pass unquestion’d in the crowd. 

But eie it can obtain the grace 
Of holding m the biam a place. 

Before the chief in congregation 
Must stand a strict examination 
Not such as those, "svho physic twirl, 

Pull fraught with death, from erery curl ; sj 
Who prove, with all becoming state, 

Their voice to be the voice of Fate , 

Prepared with essence, drop, and pill, 

To be another Ward or Hill,* 

Before they can obtain their ends, 

To sign death-warrants for their friends. 

And talents vast as theirs employ, 

Secundum artem to destroy, 

Must passv (or laws their rage restrain) 

Before the chiefs of Warwick Lane oo 

Thrice happy Lane * where, uncontroH’d, 

In power and lethargy grown old, 

* Joshua WarJ, a quack of the period Lane/ 
Newgate Street, was the seat o! the College of 
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Most fit to take, in this bless’d land, 63 

The reins •which fell fiom Wyndham’s hand,^ 

Hei lawful throne great Dulness rears. 

Still more heiself, as more in years , 

Where she, (and who shall dare deny 

Her right, when Reeves® and Chauncy’s® by ''') 

Calling to mind, in ancient time, 

One Gaith,^ who eri’d in wit and rhyme, 70 

Ordains, from henceforth, to admit 
None of the rebel sons of Wit, 

And makes it her peculiar care 
That Schomberg ® never shall be there 
Not such as those, whom Polly trams 
To letters, though nnbless’d with brains. 

Who, destitute of powei and will 
To leain, are kept to learning still ; 

Whose heads, when othei methods fail. 

Receive instruction from the tad, so 

Because their sires, — a common case 
Which brings the children to disgrace, — 

Imagine it a certain rule 
They never could beget a fool. 

Must pass, or must^compound for, ere 
The chaplain, full of beef and prayer. 

Will give his reverend permit. 

Announcing them for orders fit ; 

So that the prelate (what’s a name^ 

All prelates now are much the same) so 

^ ‘ Wjndham ’ Lord Egremont ‘Reeves ’ Di Reeves was a physician 
of some practice m the city — ^ ‘ Chauncy ’ JDr Chauncy, descended of a good 
family, and possessed of a competent estate, did not practise — ‘ ‘ Garth ’ Sir 
Samuel Garth, a celebrated poet and physician author of ‘ The Dispensary ’ — 
* ‘ Schomberg ’ Dr Isaac Schomberg, a friend of Garrick, and an eminent 
and learned physician 
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May, with a conscience safe and quiet, 91 

With holy hands lay on that fiat 
Which doth all faculties dispense, 

All sanctity, all faith, all sense , 

Makes Madan ^ quite a saint appear, 

And makes an oracle 6 i Cheere 

Not such as m that solemn seat, • 

Where the Nine Ladies hold rati eat, — 

^ • 

The Ladies Nine, who, as we he told. 

Scorning those Jiaunts they loved of old, 100 
The hanks of Isis now prefer, 

Nor will one hour from Oxfoid stir, — 

Aie held foi foira, which Balaam's ass 
x\s well as Balaam’s self might pass 
And with his master take degrees. 

Could he contrive to pay the fees. 

Men of sound paits, who, deeply lead, 

O’erload the storehouse of the head 
With fumituie they ne'ei can use. 

Cannot forgive our rambling Muse 110 

This wild excursion , cannot see 
Why Physic and Divinity, 

To the sui prise of all beholders, 

x\re lugg’d in by the head and shoulder'^ , 

Or how\ in any point of view, 

Oxford hath any thing to do. 

But men of nice and subtle learning, 

Remarkable for quick discerning, 

Through spectacles of critic mould. 

Without instruction, will behold 120 

That we a method here have got 
To show' what is, by what is not ; 

» ‘Madan ’ Mntiu Madan, a celi*rated Eiiglibh pwather, many ywucs 
clMiiIam to the Loti HMpitaL See Cowpcr’s letters 
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And that our drift (parenthesis 123 

For once apairt) is briefly this 

Within the brain’s most secret cells 
A certain Lord Chief-Justice dwells, 

Of soveieign powei, 11 horn, one and all, 

With common voice, we Reason call , 

Though, for the pin poses of satire, 

A name, m truth, is no great matter , 130 

Jefferies or Mansfield, which you will — 

It means a Lord Chief-Justice still 
Here, so our gieat projectors say. 

The Senses all' must homage pay , 

Hither they all must tiibiite bring. 

And prostrate fall befoie their king , 

Whatever unto them is brought, 

Is carried on the wings of Thought 
Before his throne, where, in full state, 

He on their merits holds debate, no 

Examines, cross-examines, weighs 
Their right to censuie or to piaise . 

Nor doth his equal voice depend 
On narrow views of foe and fiieiid, 

Noi can, or flattery, or foice 
Diveit him from his steady course , 

The channel of Inquiry ’s clear. 

No sham examination’s here 
He, upright justicer, no doubt, 

Ad hhitum puts in and out, iso 

Adjusts and settles in a trice 
What viitue is, and what is vice ; 

What IS perfection, what defect ; 

What we must choose, and what reject ; 

He takes upon him to explain 
What pleasure is, and what is pain ; 
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Whilst wc, obedient to" the \ihim, isr 

And lesting all our faith on hinj, 

Tiue membcis of the Stoic Weal, 

;Must learn to thml, and cease to feel 
This gloiious sjstem, foiui’d for man 
To piactise nhen and how ho can, 

If the five Senses, in alliance. 

To Eeason hurl a pioud defiance. 

And, though oft conquei'd, jcl uubroLe, 
Endeavour to thioiv off that johe. 

Winch they a gi eater slavery hold 
Than Jewish bondage was of old , 

Or if they, something touch’d with shame, 

Allow him to retain the name iro 

Of Eoyalt} , and, as in sport. 

To hold a mimic formal court , 

Pcimitted — no uncommon thing — 

To be a kind of puppet king, 

And suffei’d, by the way of toy. 

To hold a globe, but not employ , 

Our system-mongers, struck with fear, 
Prognosticate destruction near , 

AU things to anarchy must run , 

The little iiorld of man’s undone. iso 

Nay, should the Eye, that nicest sense. 

Neglect to send intelligence 
Unto the Brain, distinct and clear, 

Of all that passes in her sphere , 

Should she, presumptuous, joy receive 
Without the Understanding’s leave, 

They deem it rank and danng treason 
Against the monarchy of Reason, 

Not thinking, though they’re wondrous wise. 

That few have reason, most have ejes^ loo 
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So that the pleasures of the mind 191 

To a small circle aie confined, 

Whilst those which to the senses fall 
Become the property of all 
Besides, (and this is sure a case 
Not much at present otit of place) 

Where Nature reason doth deny, 

No ait can th^t defect supply ; 

But if (for it m our intent 

Fairly to state the argument) 200 

A man should want an eye o/two. 

The lemedy is oure, though new 
The cure’s at hand — ^no need of feai — 

For proof — ^behold the Cheyaher t ^ — 

As well prepaied, beyond all doubt, 

To put eyes in, as put them out 
But, aigument apart, which tends 
To embittei foes and separate fiiends,' 

(Nor, turn’d apostate fiom the Nine, 

Would I, though bred up a divine, 210 

And foe, of course, to Reason’s Weal, 

Widen that bieach I cannot heal) 

By his own sense and feelings taught, 

In speech as liberal as in thought. 

Let every man enjoy his whim , 

What ’s he to me, or I to him 
Might I, though never robed in ermine, 

A matter of this weight determine. 

No penalties should settled be 

To force men to hypocrisy, 220 

To mate them ape an awkward zeal, 

And, feehng not, pretend to feel 

^ ‘ Chevalier ’ the Che\ali€r John Taj lor, a quacL oculist 
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I would not IiaTC, might sentence rest 22;! 

Fmallj fix’d within my bieast, 

E’en Annet ^ censured and confined. 

Because w e ’re of a different mind 
Natuie, who, m her act most free, 

Hei’self delights in libefty, 

Profuse in love, and without bound,* 

Pours joy on every creature round , 2.10 

Whom yet, was every bounty ^ed 
In double poitions on oui head. 

We could not truly bounteous call, 

If Freedom did not crown thehi all 
By Providence forbid to stray, 

Biutes never can mistake their way , 

Determined still, they plod along 
By instinct, neither right nor wiong , 

But man, had he the heait to use 

♦ 

His freedom, hath a light to choose : 240 

Whether he acts, or well, or ill. 

Depends entirely on his will 
To her last work, her favourite Man, 

Is given, on Nature’s better plan, 

A privilege in power to err 
Nor let this phrase resentment stir 
Amongst the grave ones, since indeed 
The little merit man can plead 
In doing well, dependeth still 
Upon his power of doing ill 250 

Opinions should be free as an , 

No man, whate er his rank, whate’er 
His qualities, a claim can found 
That my opinion must be bound, 

I ‘ Aanet ’ Peter Annet, fw blasphemy, was sentenced by the court to sulia 
a year’s impnsonment m Bridewell wUh hard labour, and Vo stand twu* m 
the pillory 
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Ajid square with his , such slayish chains 2515 
From foes the liberal soul disdains , 

Nor ban, though true to fuendship, bend 
To weai them even fiom a fiiend 
Let those, who rigid judgment own. 

Submissive bow at Judgment’s thione, aeo 

And if they of no value hold 
Pleasure, till pleasuie is giown cold, 

Pall’d and insipid, forced to wait 
For Judgment’s legular debate 
To give it wairant, let them hnd 
Dull subjects stilted to their mind 
Theus be slow wisdom ; be my plan. 

To live as meny as I can, 

Eegardless, as the fashions go. 

Whether theie’s leason foi ’t or no : sro 

Be my employment here on earth 
To give a liberal scope to mirth. 

Life’s barren vale with flowers to adoin, 

And pluck a rose from every thorn 
But if, by Eiror led astray, 

I chance to wandei from my way. 

Let no blind guide -observe, m spite, 

I ’m wrong, who cannot set me right 

That doctor could I ne’ei endure 

Who found disease, and not a cure ; sso 

Nor can I hold that man a fiiend 

Whose zeal a helping hand shall lend 

To open happy Folly’s eyes. 

And, making wretched, make me wise 
For next (a truth which can’t admit 
Reproof fiom Wisdom or from Wit) 

To being happy here below. 

Is to Beheve that we are so. 
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Some few in knowledge find relief, 2S9 

I place mj comfoit in belief 
Some foi lealitj may call , 

Fancy to me is all in all 
Imagination, tbrougli the trick 
Of doctors, often makes us sick 
And why, let any sophist tell. 

May it not likewise make us w§ll ? 

This I am sure, whate’er our view. 

Whatever shadows we pursue, 

For our pursuit’s, be i\bat the} will, 

Are little more than shadows istill , m 

Too snift they fly, too suift and stiong 
For man to catch or hold them long , 

But joys which in the fancy liie. 

Each moment to each man may giie 
True to himself, and true to ease. 

He softens Pate’s severe decrees. 

And (can a moital wish for moie ?) 

Creates, and makes himself new o’er. 

Mocks boasted vain reality. 

And is, whate’er he wants to be 310 

Hail, Fancy ' — ^to thy power I owe 
Deliverance from the gripe of Woe i 
To thee I owe a mighty debt. 

Which Gratitude shall ne’er forget, 

Whilst Memory can her force employ, 

A large increase of every joy 
When at^my doors, too strongly hair’d. 

Authority had placed a guard, ^ 

A knavish guard, ordain’d by law 

To keep poor Honesty in awe ; 32 ' t 

1 ‘ A gtiard ’ Churchill w» often in danger of being arrested loi debt 
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Authority, severe and stern, 82i 

To intercept my wish’d return , 

Whefi. foes grew proud, and fiiends grew cool, 

And laughter seized each sober fool , 

When Candour started in amaze, 

And, meaning censure,' hinted praise , 

When Prudence, lifting up her eyes 

And hands, thank’d Heaven that she was wise , 

When all around me, with an air 

Of hopeless sorrow, look’d despair , sso 

When they, or said, or seem’d to say, 

There is but otfe, one only way 
Better, and be advised by us. 

Not be at aU, than to be thus ; 

Wh^n Virtue shunn’d the shock, and Pride, 
Disabled, lay by Virtue’s side. 

Too weak my ruffled soul to cheer. 

Which could not hope, yet would not fear ; 

Health m her motion, the wild grace 

Of pleasure speaking in her face, s4o 

Dull regularity thrown by. 

And comfort beaming fiom her eye, 

Fancy, in nchest robes anay’d. 

Came smiling forth, and brought me aid , 

Came smihng o’er that dreadful time. 

And, more to bless me, came in rhyme 
Noi IS her power to me confined ; 

It spreads, it comprehends mankind 
When (to the spmt-stimng sound , 

Of trumpets breathing courage round, 350 

And fifes well-mingled, to restrain 
And bring that courage down again , 

Or to the melancholy knell 
Of the' dull, deep, and doleful bell. 
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Such as of late the good Samt Bride ' 

Muffled, to mortiff the pride 
Of those iiho, England quite forgot, 

Paid their vile homage to the Scot , 

Wheie Asgill held the foremost place, 

"Whilst my lord figured- at a race) 

Processions (’tis not worth debate 
Whether they aio of stage or state) 

More on, so rery, very slow, 

Tis doubtful if the} move, or no , 

When the performers all the nhile 
Mechanically fro'«n or smile, 

Oi, with a dull and stupid staie, 

A vacancy of sense declaie, 

Or, with doMn-bondnig eje, seem \uonghl 
Into a labyrinth of thought, ’ 'th 

Where Reason wandeis still in doubt. 

And, once got in, cannot get out , 

What cause sufficient can we find. 

To satisfy a thinking mmd, 

Why, duped by such vain farces, man 
Descends to act on such a plan 
Why they, who hold themselves divine, 

Can in such wretched follies join. 

Strutting like peacocks, oi like wows, 

Themselves and Natuie to expose ’ jsi 

What cause, but that (you 11 underetand 
We have our remedy at hand. 

That if perchance we stait a doubt, 

Eie it IS fix’d, we wipe it out ; 

As surgeons, when they lop a limh, 

Whether for profit, fame, or whim, 


30,3 
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Bmnt Billie ’ atMresa of congratuljUirm on tine peace, from tlie ntf 
ntion, was iicoompAmeil on its •way sa |M?4i inSw bt Bt wit's 
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Or mere experiment to* tiy, ssr 

Must always Jiave a styptic by) 

Fancy steps in, and stamps that real, 

Which, %pso facto, is ideal 

Can none remember — yes, I know, 

All must remember that laie show 
When to^the coiintiy Sense went down, 

And fools came flocking up to town , 

When knights ''(a work which all admit 
To be for knighthood much unfit) 

Built booths for hire , when jTarsons play’d, 

In robes canonical aiiay’d. 

And, fiddling, join’d the Smithfield dance, 

The price of tickets to adyance 400 

Or, unto tapsteis turn’d, dealt out. 

Running from booth to booth about, 

To every scoundiel, by retail. 

True pennyworths of beef and ale. 

Then first prepared, by bringing beer in. 

For present grand electioneering , 

When heralds, lunning all about 
To bring in Order, turn’d it out , 

When, by the prudent Marshal’s care. 

Lest the rude populace should stare, 4 io 

And with unhallow’d eyes profane 
Gay puppets of Patrician stiain, 

The whole procession, as in spite, 

Unheard, unseen, stole oflf by night , 

When our loved monarch, nothing loth, 

Solemnly took that sacred oath. 

Whence mutual firm agreements spring 
Betwixt the subject and the king. 

By which, in usual manner crown’d. 

His head, his heart, his hands, he bound. 


420 
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Against himself, should passion stii 4: 

The least propensity to eir. 

Against all slaves, wlio iiiiglit prcjiarc 
Oi open force, or hidden snare, 

That glorious Charter to maintain. 

By which we serve, and he must reign , 

Then Fancy, mth unbounded sway, 

Reveird sole mistress of the day. 

And wrought such bonders, asT might make 
Egyptian sorcerers foisake 430 

Their baffled mbekeries, and own 
The palm of magic hors alone# ' 

A knight, (who, in the silken lap 
Of lazy Peace, had lived on pap , 

Who never yet had dared to roam 
’Bove ten or twenty miles from homo, 

Nor even that, unless a guide 
Was placed to amble by his side. 

And troops of slaves were spread around 
To keep his Honour safe and sound , 440 

Who could not suffer, for his hfe, 

A point to sword, or edge to knife ; 

And always fainted at thj sight 
Of blood, though Tw'as not shed in fight , 

Who disinhented one son 
For firing oft' an alder gun, 

And whipt another, six years old, 

Because the boy, presumptuous, bold 
To madness, likely to become 
A very Swiss, had beat a drum, 450 

Though it appear’d an instrument 
Most peaceable and innocent, 

Having, from first, been in the hands 

n 
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And semce of tlie City bands) 454 

Graced with fhose ensigns, Mhich were meant 
To farther Honom’s diead intent, 

The minds of warriors to inflame. 

And spur them on to deeds of fame ; 

With little swoid, large spurs, high feathei, 

Feailess pf eveiy thing but weather, 460 

(And all must own, who pay regaid 

To charity, it had been hard 

That in his very first campaign 

His honours should be soil’d #ith lain) 

A hero all at once became, 
x 4 ind (seeing others much the same 
In point of valour as himself, 

Who leave their courage on a shelf 

From year to year, till some such rout 

In proper season calls it out) 470 

Strutted, look’d big, and swagger’d mOie 

Than ever hero did before , 

Look’d up, look’d down, look’d all around. 

Like Mavois, grimly smiled and fi own’d , 

Seem’d Heaven, and Eaith, and Hell to call 
To fight, that he m,ight rout them all. 

And personated Valoui’s stjle 
So long, spectators to beguile. 

That, passing strange, and wondrous tiue. 

Himself at last believed it too , 48 0 

Nor for a time could he discern. 

Till Tiuth and Darkness took their turn. 

So well did Fancy play her part. 

That coward still was at the heait 

Whif 3 .e (who knows not Whiflcle’s name. 

By the impartial voice of Fame 
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Recoided tliiougli all tin', land 
In Vanity’s lUiistiious l»aiid ') 

Wlio, by all-bounteous X«tiuo intarit 
Foi offices of haiclmient, 

A modem Ileicules at Iea>t, 

To nd the -uoild of each wild beast 
Of each wild beast winch came m new 
Whether on four legs or ou tw a. 
Degeneiate, delights to prom 
His foico on the paiade ot Loie, 

Disclaims the joys which campsyiftoid. 
And for tlie distatf qait^ the s^oul 
Who fond of w omen w ould appear 
To public eye and public ear, 

But, when in piivate, lets them Inow 
How’ little they can tiust to «how , 

Who sports a woman, as of com sc. 

Just as a jockey shows a hoise, 

And then returns hei to the stable, 

Or vainly plants her at his table. 

Where he would rather V euus find 
(So pall’d, and so depiaved his mind) 
Than, by some gieat occasion led, 

To seize her panting in her bed. 

Burning with more than nioital Iu’Cn 
A nd melting m hei own desiics , 

Who, iipe in yeais, is yet a child. 
Through fashion, not thiongh feeling, wild 
Whate’er in others who proceed 
As Sense and Nature haie decreed. 

From real passion flow.s, m km 
Is mere effect of mode and whim , 

Who laughs, a very common way, 

Because he nothing has to say, 
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As yotir choice spirits oaths dispense 
To fill up vapancies of sense , 

Whc^ having some small sense, defies it, 

Or, using, always misapplies it , 

Who now and then bungs something forth 
Which seems indeed of steiling worth , 
Something, by sudden stait and fit, 

Which at a distance looks hke wit. 

But, on esamihation near, 

To his confusion will appeal, 

By Tiuth’s fair glass, to be at best 
A threadbare g ester’s threadbaie jest. 

Who frisks and dances thiongh the street, 
Sings without voice, rides without seat, 
Plays o’er his tricks, hke iBsop’s ass, 

A gratis fool to all who pass , 

Who nots, though he loves not waste, 
Whores without lust, drinks without taste. 
Acts without sense, talks without thought. 
Does eveiy thing but what he ought , 
Who, led by forms, without the power 
Of vice, IS VICIOUS , who one hour. 

Proud without pride, the next will be 
Humble without humility 
Whose vanity we all discern. 

The spring on which his actions turn ; 
Whose aim in errmg, is to err, 

So that he may be singular, 

And all his utmost wishes mean 
Is, though he’s laugh’d at, to be seen 
Such, (for when Flattery’s soothing strain 
Had robb’d the Muse of her disdain. 

And found a method to persuade 
Her'^art to soften every shade, 
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Justice, em aged, the pencil piuli lid 5 . 

From hei degenerate hand, iiiid*MTatch'd 
Out oveiy tiace , then, quick .i'' thouTlil. 

From life this striking likeness caught) 

In mind, in manneis, and in mien. 

Such kVhiffle came, and such Mas seen '■ 

In the Motld’s cj'e ; but (strange to*teli ') 

Misled by Fancy’s magic spell^» 

Deceii ed, not di’eammg uf deceit. 

Cheated, but hjppy in the cheat, 

Was moie than human in liis quii 
Oh, bow, bow all at Fancj ’s throne. 

Whose power could make so iile an elf 
With patience beai that thing, himself 
But, misticss of each art to please, . 

Cieative Fancy, what are these, nyo 

These pageants of a tnfler's pen. 

To what thy poM ei effected then ’ 

Familial m ith the human mind. 

And SMift and subtle as the wind. 

Which we all feel, yet no one knows, 

Or whence it comes, or where it goes. 

Fancy at once in every ptirt 
Possess’d the eye, the head, the heart, 

And in a thousand foims arraj’d, 

A thousand various gambols pla}’d isu 

Here, in a face which m ell might ask 
Tlie privdege to wear a mask 
In spite -of law, and Justice teach 
For public good to excuse the breach. 

Within the furrow of a wrinkle 

’Twixt eyes, which could not shine but tM inkle. 

Like sentinels 1’ th’ starry way, 

Who wait for the return of day, 
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Almost burnt out, and seem to keep 689 

Their vatch, ?ike soldiers, in their sleep , 

Or hie those lamps, -which, by the po-wei 
Of law,^ must burn fiom hour to houi, 

(Else they, -without redemption, fall 
tinder the terrors of that Hall,^ 

Which, once notoiious for a hop. 

Is no-w become a justice shop) 

Which are so managed, to go out 
Just -when the time comes lound about, 

Which yet, through emulation, strive 

To keep their (fj ing light alive, eoo 

And (not uncommon, as -we find, 

Amongst the children of mankind) 

As tljey grow weaker, would seem strongei. 

And bum a little, little longer 
Fancy, betwixt such eyes enshiined, 

No brush to daub, no mill to grind, 

Thrice waved her wand around, whose foice 
Changed in an instant Natuie’s course. 

And, haidly credible in ihyme, 

Not only stopp’d, but call’d back Time , cio 

The face of every wrinkle clear’d. 

Smooth as the floating stream appeal’d, 

Down the neck ringlets spiead their flame, 

The neck admiring whence they came , 

On the aich’d brow the Graces play’d , 

On the full bosom Cupid laid , 

Suns, fiom their proper orbits sent, , 

Became for eyes a supplement , 

Teeth, white as ever teeth were seen. 

Deliver’d from the hand of Green, 620 

1 ‘Of law ’ lefeiimg to the pnmshment of negligent lamplighteis — 
° ‘ Hall ’ the Westminster Session-house was then held at a house m King 
Street, which had piobably been a low public house 
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Stalled, 111 legulai anaj, t,3i 

Like tiaiu-bands on a giaiid fiejil dav. 

Into the gnmp, vluch \rovdd liave fled, 

But, Mondeiing, turud fiom Mhite to letl , 

Quite altei'd was the uhole machine, 

And Lady •* was hftceu 

Heie she made loidly temples ii'.c 
Befoie the pious Dadiuood’s eyes. 

Temples which, built aloft in hir. 

May seiwe for sIiom, if not for praici o . . 

In solemn form liciself befoie, 

Ariai’d like Faith, the Bible* toie 
Theie over Melcombe’s feather d head — 

Who, quite a man of gmgcrhiead, 

Saioui'd m talk, m diess, and phu, 

Moie of another voild than this 
To a diiaif Mu'C a giant page, 

The last giaie fop of the last age — 

In a superb and feathci’d heaise, 

Bescutcheon’d and betagg’d u ith verse, » lu 

Which, to beholders fiom afar, 

Appear’d like a timmphal cai. 

She lode, in a cast rainbow clad , 

Theie, tin owing off the hallow’d plaid. 

Faked, as when (m those dicar cells 
Wheie, self-bless’d, self-cuised, Madness dwells) 
Pleasure, on whom, in Laughtci’s ,shape. 

Frenzy had perfected a rape. 

First biqught her foith, befoie her time, 

Wild witness of her shame and ciime, tso 

Dnvmg before an idol band 
Of drivelling Stuarts, hand in hand ; 

Some who, to curse mankind, had wore 
A crown they ne’er mnst think of more ; 
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Others, ■whose baby brows were graced 6o5 

With paper cfowns, and toys of paste, 

She jvgg’d, and, playing on the flute, 

Spiead raptures o’er the soul of Bute 
Big with vast hopes, some mighty plan. 

Which wi ought the buSy soul of man teo 

To her full bent , the Civil Law, 

Fit code to keep a woild in awe. 

Bound o’er his brows, fair to behold. 

As Jewish frontlets weie of old , 

The famous Chaiter of our lan 9 . 

Defaced, and mangled m his hand , 

As one whom deepest thoughts employ, 

But deepest thoughts of truest joy, 

Serious and slow he strode, he stalk’d , 

Before him troops of heroes walk’d, eio 

Whom best he loved, of heroes crown’d, 

€ 

By Tories guarded all around , 

Dull solemn pleasure in his face. 

He saw the honours of his race. 

He saw their lineal glories rise. 

And touch’d, or seem’d to touch, the skies , 

Not the most distant maik of fear, 

No sign of axe or scaffold near. 

Not one cursed thought to cioss his will 
Of such a place as Tower Hill sso 

Curse on this Muse, a flippant jade, 

A shrew, like every other maid 
Who turns the comer of nineteen. 

Devour’d with peevishness and spleen ; 

Her tongue (for as, when bound for life. 

The husband suffers for the wife. 

So if in any works of rhyme 
Perchanse there blundeis out a crime. 
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Pool culpiit bards must always uio it, 
Altliougli 'tis plain the !Muses da it) 

Soonoi 01 later cannot fail 
To send me headlong to a jail 
IVliate’er my theme, (oui themes we choosi 
In modem da}s, without a Muse , 

Just as a fatlioi will pioride 
To join a biidegiooni and a hnde. 

As if, though they must be the playeis. 
The game w as w holly his, not theirs) 
Whate’er my theme, the !Mnse. who still 
Ow ns no direction but her w ilh. 

Plies oft) and ei e I could expect, 

By ways oblique and indiiect. 

At once quite o\er head and ears 
In fatal politics appears 
Time was, and, if I aught discern 
Of fate, that time shall soon return, 

When, decent and dcmuic at least. 

As grave and dull as any piiest, 

I could see Vice m robes array’d, 

Gould see the game of Folly play’d 
Successfully in Fortune’s sthool, 

Without exclaiming rogue or tool 
Time was, when, nothing loth or proud, 

I lackey’d with the fawning crowd, 
Scoundrels in office, and would bow 
To cyphers gioat in place , but now 
Upright I. stand, as if wise Fate, 

To compliment a shattei’d state. 

Had me, like Atlas, hither sent 
To shoulder up the firmament, 

And if I stoop’d, with general crack, 

The heavens would tumble from my baCk 
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Time "Was, ivlien lank and situation 723 

Seemed the gieat ones of the nation 
Fioitf all contiol , satire and law 
Kept only little knaves in aive , 

But now, Decorum lost, I stand 
Bemused, a pencil in my hand. 

And, dead to eveiy sense of shame. 

Careless of safety and of fame, 730 

The names of scoundrels minute clo'svn. 

And libel more than half the town 
How can a statesman be secure 
In all his Tillanles, if pool 
And duty authors thus shall dare 
To lay his rotten bosom bare 
Muses should pass away then time 
In dressing out the poet’s ihyme 
With bills, and ribands, and array 
Each line in harmless taste, though gay ; 740 

When the hot burning fit is on. 

They should regale their restless son 
With something to allay his rage, 

Some cool Castalian beveiage. 

Or some such diauglit (though they, ’tis plain. 
Taking the Muse’s name in vam, 

Know nothing of then leal couit. 

And only fable fiom leport) 

As makes a Whitehead’s Ode go down. 

Or slakes the Feverette of Brown ^ 750 

But who would in his senses think, - 
Of Muses giving gaU to drink, 

1 Blown ’ the llev John Brown, D D , bom in 1715, was author, among 
other works, of the ‘ Essay on the Chaiacteristics,’ and of an ‘ Estimate of 
the Manners and Principles oi the Times ’ See Cowper’s ‘ Tdbie4alk ’ The 
‘ Estimate ’ n as extremely popular for a time He was inordinately vam, 
and died at last insane and a suicide 
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Or that tlicir folly hbould affoid r'l 

To lanng i^oets gun or swoid > 

Foots MCie ne’er design d by Fate 
To meddle 'uitli affair s of state. 

Nor should (if nc ina} spealv. our thought 
Truly as men of honour ‘ought) 

Sound policy then rage adiiiit, 

To launch the thmrdeibolt& of ^Yit r 

About those heads, which ■Rheii the} he shot 
Can’t tell if ’twas bj Wit or not 

These things well knoun, 1111111 deni m spit'. 

Can hare seduced me thus to if rite 
Out of that road, ninth mu^t haic led 
To iiche^, mthout head or head. 

Into that load, which, had I more 

Thau e\ci poet had befoie 

Of wit and iiitue, in displace 

Would keep me still, and out of place ttu 

Which, if some judge (you'll undeistau,! 

One famous, famous thiougli the laud 
For making law ‘) should stand mj fiieiid. 

At last may in a pillory end , 

And all this, I mjself admit, 

Without one cause to lead to it 1 

For instance, now — this hook — the Ohost — 
Metinnks I hear some ciitic Post 
Remark most giavel) — ‘The first word 
Which we about the Ghost bare heard ’ tsu 

Peace, my .good sir ' — not quite so fast — 

What IS the first, may be the last. 

Which is a point, all must agree, 

Cannot depend on you or me. 

i ‘ For making U» alludiiis to Lord Miiisficld’s comlmction of too 

liUil-Uw 
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Fanny, no ghost of common mould, 785 

Is not by fonns to be controll’d , 

To leep her state, and show her skill. 

She never comes but when she will 
I wrote and wrote, (perhaps you doubt. 

And shrewdly, what I wrote about , 79o 

Believe me, much to my disgrace, 

I, too, am in the self-same case ,) 

But still I wrote, tiU Fanny came 
Impatient, nor could any shame 
On me with e^qual justice fall 
If she had nev&r come at all. 

An underling, I could not stir 
Without the cue thrown out by her, 

Nor^from the subject aid receive 

Until she came and gave me leave. soo 

So that, (ye sons of Erudition 

Mark, this is but a supposition, 

Nor would I to so wise a nation 
Suggest it as a levelation) 

If henceforth, dully turning o’er 
Page after page, ye read no more 
Of Fanny, who, in -sea or an. 

May be depaited God knows where. 

Rail at Jilt Foitune , but agree 

Mo censure can be laid on me , sio 

For sure (the cause let Mansfield try) 

Fanny is in the fault, not I. 

But, to retmn — and this I hold 
A secret worth its weight in gold 
To those who wnte, as I wiite now. 

Mot to mind where they go, or how. 

Through ditch, through bog, o’er hedge and stile, 
Make'it but worth the reader’s while, 
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yet in tins boot, "wbeie Ease should join sss 

With Mirth,to sugar every line , 

Whole it should all be mere chit-chat, 

Lively, good-humour’d, and all that , 

Wheie honest Satire, in disgrace, 

Should not so much as show her face, 

The shi,evr, o’ei leaping all due bounds. 

Bleaks into Laughter’s sacied grounds, 860 

And, in contempt, plays o’ei her tricks 
In science, trade, and politics 

By why should the distenTper’d scold 
Attempt to bkcken men eni oil’d 
In Power’s dread book, whose mighty skill 
Can twist an empire to their will , 

Whose voice is fate, and on their tongue 
Law, liberty, and life are hung , 

Whom, on inquiry. Truth shall find 

With Stuarts link’d, time out of mind, sro 

Superior to their country’s laws. 

Defenders of a tyrant’s cause , 

Men, who the same damn’d maxims hold 
Darkly, wLich they avow’d of old , 

Who, though by different means, puisue 
The end which they had fust in view. 

And, force found vain, now play their pait 
With much less honoui, much moie art '>■ 

Why, at the corneis of the streets. 

To every patriot drudge she meets, sso 

Known or unknown, with furious cry 
Should she wild clamours vent ^ or why, 

The minds of groundhngs to inflame, 

A Dashwood, Bute, and Wyndham name ^ 

Why, having not, to our surpnse, 

The fear of death before her eyes. 
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Beaiing, and that but now and then, ^sr 

No other weapon but her pen, 

Should she an aiguincnt aifoul 
Foi blood to men who wcai a swoid ■' 

Men, who can nicel) turn and paio 
A point of honoui to a kair — 

(Honour ' — a woul of nice import 
A prettj timlet in a couit, 

Which my loid, quite in rapture, feeb 
Dangling and latthug with las seals — 

Honour' — a word whnh all the Xnie 
Would be much jraz^lcd to dcfiitb — 

Honour ' — a wuid whiih toiture mocks. 

And might confound a thousand Lockes — 9oe 

Which — for I leave to w iser heads. 

Who fields of death pretci to beds 
Of down, to find out, if they can, 

What honoui is, on then wild plan — 

Is not, to take it in their w av, 

And this w e sure may daie to say 
Without incurring an offence. 

Courage, law, honesty, or sense) . 

Men, who, all spint, life, aqd soul, 

Neat butchers of a button-hole, 9Ui 

Having moie skill, believe it true 
That they must have more coinage too 
Men who, without a place or name. 

Their fortunes speechless as their fame. 

Would by the sword new fortunes cane, 

And rather die in fight than staive 
At coronations, a vast field. 

Which food of every kind might }iold ; 

Of good sound food, at once most fit 

For purposes of health and wit, sue 
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Could not ambitious Satire rest, 921 

Content \ntb what she might digest 
Could she not feast on things of couise, 

A champion, 01 a champion’s horse 
A champion’s horse — no, better say, 

Though better figuied. on that day,^ 

A horsQ, which might appear to us, 

Who deal m rhyme, a Pegasus , 

A rider, who/ when once got on, 

Might pass for a Bellerophon, 930 

Dropt on a sudden fiom the'' skies. 

To catch and,fis our wondering eyes. 

To witch, with wand instead of whip. 

The world with noble horsemanship. 

To twist and twine, both hoise and man, 

On' such a weU-concerted plan. 

That, Centaur-like, ■when all was done. 

We scarce could think they were not one ^ 

Could she not to our itching ears 

Bring the new names of new-coin’d peers, 940 

Who walk’d, nobihty forgot. 

With shoulders fitter for a knot 
Than robes of honour , for whose sake 
Heralds in form were forced to make. 

To make, because they could not find. 

Great predecessors to their mind 
Could she not (though ’tis doubtful since 
Whether he plumber is, 01 prince) 

Tell of a simple knight’s advance 

To be a doughty peer of Prance 1 " 95 o 

TeU how he did a dukedom gain. 

And Robinson was Aqmtain ^ 

1 ‘ On tliat day ’ alluding to Lord Talbot’s hoisemanship as higli-steward 
at the coronation 
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Tell how her citj chiefs, ilisgraced, coj 

"Were at an empty table placed, — 

A gross neglect, ivhich, whilst they lire, 

They can’t forget, and won’t foigue , 

A gross neglect of all those rights 
“Which march with city ‘appetites. 

Of all those canons, which we find 
By Grluttony, time out of mmd, -i-jq 

Established, which they ever Iftild 
Dearer than any thing but gold '<■ 

Thanks to my stars — 1 now see shore — 

Of courtiers, and of courts no jftore — 

Thus stumbling on mj city fiiends, 

Bhnd Chance my giude, my purpose bendh 
In line direct, and shall pursue 
The point which I had first in new, 

Nor moie shall with the reader sport 

Till I have seen him safe m port &to 

Hush’d be each fear — no moie I beai 

Through the wide regions of the air 

The reader tenified, no more 

Wild ocean’s horrid paths explore. 

Be the plain track from li,enceforth mine — 

Cross roads to Allen I resign , 

Allen, the honor of this nation , 

Allen, himself a corporation , 

Allen, of late notonous giown 

For writings, none, or all, his own ; 9 Bo 

Allen, the first of letter’d men, 

Since the good Bishop ‘ holds his pen, 

And at his elbow takes his stand. 

To mend his head, and guide his hand. 

^ ‘ Good Bisfeop : ’ Warburloa wiis msimed m Alleii’a ai«e 
X 
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But hold — once more, 'Digression hence — m 

Let ns return to Common Sense , 

The ear of Phoebus I discharge, 

My carriage now a Lord Mayor’s barge 
Suppose we now — ^we may suppose 
In verse, what would be sm in prose — 990 

The sty yith darkness overspread. 

And every star retired to bed , 

The gewgaw robes of Pomp and Pride 
In some dark coiner thiown aside ; 

Great lords and ladies giving way 
To what they 'seem to scorn by day. 

The real feehngs of the heart. 

And Nature taking place of Art , 

Desire triumphant through the night. 

And" Beauty panting with delight ; 1000 

Chastity, woman’s fairest crown, 

Till the return of mom laid down. 

Then to be worn again as bright 
As if not sulhed in the night ; 

Dull Ceremony, business o’er. 

Dreaming m form at Cottrell’s * door ; 

Precaution trudging aU about 
To see the candles safely out. 

Bearing a mighty master-key. 

Habited hke Economy, 1010 

Stamping each lock with tnple seals ; 

Mean Avarice creepmg at her heels. 

Suppose we too, hke sheep in pen. 

The Mayor and Court of Aldermen" 

Within their barge, which through the deep, 

The rowers more than half asleep, 

^ ‘ Cottrell ’ Sii Clement Cottrell, master of the ceremonies 
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Moved slow, as overcliarged with state ; loir 
Thames groan’d beneath the mighty weight, 

And felt that bauble heavier far 
Than a whole fleet of men of war 
Sleep o’er each well-known faithful head 
With liberal hand his poppies shed . 

Each head, by Dulness render’d fit 
Sleep and his empire to admit • 

Through the whole passage not a word, 

Not one faint, yeak half-sound w^as heard , 

Sleep had prevail’d to overwhejm 
The steersman nodding o'er the helm , 

The rowers, without force or sbll, 

Left the dull barge to dnve at will , im 

The sluggish oars suspended hung, 

And even Beaidmore held lus tougue. 

Commejce, regardful of a freight 
On which depended half her state, 

Stepp’d to the helm , with ready hand 
She safely clear’d that bank of sand. 

Where!, stranded, our west-country fleet 
Delay and danger often meet. 

Till Neptune, anxious fbf the trade, 

Comes m full tides, and brings them aid. lo+o 
Next (for the Muses can survey 
Objects by night as weE as day ; 

Nothing prevents their taking aim, 

Darkness and light to them the same) 

They pass'd that budding ^ which of old 
Queen-mothors was design'd to hold , 

At present a mere lodgmg-pen, 

A palace turn'd into a den ; 

‘Budding ’ the Saawy and Old Somsset Home formerly the 

tk& Qmms af Eitgittd 
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To- barracks turn’d, and soldiers tread 1049 

Where dowagers haye laid their head 
Why should we mention Surrey Street, 

Where every week giave judges meet 
All htted out vuth hum and ha. 

In proper foim to dra'#l out law. 

To see all causes duly tried 

Twixt knaves who drive and fools who ride 

Why at the Temple should we stay ^ 

What of the Temple dare we say 
A dangerous ground we tiead on there. 

And words perhaps may actions bear , loeo 

Where, as the brethren of the seas 
For faies, the lawyers ply for fees 
Wha^ of that Bridge,^ most wisely made 
To serve the puiposes of trade, 

In the great mart of all this nation, 

By stopping up the navigation. 

And to that sand bank adding weight. 

Which IS alieady much too great 

What of that Bridge, which, void of sense 

But well supphed with impudence, 1070 

Englishmen, knowing not the Guild, 

Thought they might have a claim to build, 

TiU Pateison, as white as milk. 

As smooth as oil, as soft as silk, 

In solemn manner had decreed 
That on the othei side the Tweed 
Art, born and bred, and My grown,. 

Was with one Mylne, a man unknown, 


^ ^ Budge ’ referring to a clamour excited by interested persons of al 
descriptions against the erection of a bridge over the Thames at Blackfnars- 
It %as earned by the exertions of Paterson, an Auti-Wilkite, and built by 
Mylne, a Scotchman 
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But grace, preferment, and rcno’vra ints 

Deserving, just arrived in town 
One Mylne, an artist peifect quite 
Both in Ills ow'ii and couiitiy’s right, 

As ht to make a bndge as ho, 
ith glorious Patavinity,' 

To build inscriptions wmrthy found 
To lie for ever undei ground 

Much more woith obsei ration too. 

Was this a season to pursue 

The theme, out Muse might tell in rhyme : 

The will she hath, but not tlifftime , loso 

For, swift as shaft fiom Indian bow, 

(And when a goddess comes, we know, 

Surpassing Nature acts prevail 
And boats want neither oar nor sail) 

The vessel pass’d, and reach’d the shore 
So quick, that Thought was scarce before. 

Suppose we now our City court 
Safely deliver’d at the port. 

And, of their state regardless quite. 

Landed, like smuggled goods, by night. noo 

The solemn magistrate l^id down, 

The dignity of robe and gown, 

With every other ensign gone, 

Suppose the woollen nightcap on ; 

The flesh-brush used, with decent state. 

To make the spirits eiiculate, 

(A form which, to the senses true, 

The lickerish chaplain uses too, 

Though, something to improve the plan. 

He takes the maid instead of man) mo 

‘ ratwiuity ; ’ the provincial dialect of Padua, m which Livy wrote. 
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Swathed, and with flannel cover’d o’er, iiii 
To show the vigour of threescore, 

The yigour of threescore and ten. 

Above the proof of younger men. 

Suppose, the mighty Dulman led 
Betwixt two slaves, and put to bed , 

Suppose, ,the moment he lies down, 

No miracle in this great town. 

The drone as fast asleep as he 

Must in the course of nature be, 1120 

Who, truth for our foundation taie, 

When up, is never half awate 

There let him sleep, whilst we survey 
The preparations for the day ; 

That day on which was to be shown 
Court pnde by City pride outdone. 

The jealous mother sends away, 

As only fit for childish play. 

That daughter who, to gall her pride. 

Shoots up too forward by her side iiso 

The wretch, of God and man accursed. 

Of aU Hell’s mstruments the worst. 

Draws forth his pawns, and for the day 
Struts in some spendthrift’s vain array , 

Around his awkward doxy shine 
The treasures of Golconda’s mine , 

Each neighbour, with a jealous glare. 

Beholds her folly publish’d there 
Garments well saved, (an anecdote 
Which we can prove, or would not quote) ii40 
Garments weU saved, which first were made 
When tailors, to promote their trade. 

Against the Piets m arms arose. 

And dfove them out, or made them clothes ; 
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Garments immortal, \ntliout end, 

Like names and titles, 'vi’liicli descend 
Successively from sire to son ; 

Garments, unless some ivork is done 
Of note, not suffer’d to appear 
’Bove once at most in every year. 

Were now, in solemn form, laid bara, 

To take tbe benefit of air. 

And, ere they came to be em|5loy’d 
On tbis solemnity, to void 
That scent "which Kussia’s leather gave. 
Prom vile and impious moth i6 save 
Each head was busy, and each heart 
In pieparation bore a part ; 

Running together all about 
The servants put each other out. 

Till the grave master had decreed. 

The more haste ever the woise speed 
Miss, with her little eyes half-closed, 

Over a smuggled toilette dosed ; 

The waiting-maid, whom story notes 
A very Scrub in petticoats, 

Hired for one work, butAoing all. 

In slumbera lean’d against the wall 
Milhners, summon’d from afar, 

Arrived in shoals at Temple Bar, 

Strictly commanded to import 
Cart loads of foppery from Court ; 

With labour’d visible design, 

Art strove to be superbly fine , 

Mature, more pleasing, though more wild, 
Taught otherwise her darling child, 

And aied, with spirited disdmn. 

Be Hunter elegant and plain ! 
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Lo > from the chambeis of the East, iiT9 

A welcome prelude to the feast. 

In saffron-colour’d robe ai ray’d. 

High in a car, by Vulcan made, 

"Who work’d for JoTe himself, each steed. 
High-mettled, of celestial breed. 

Pawing and pacing all the way, 

Aurora hi ought the wish’d-for day. 

And held her bmpire, tiU out-run 
By that brave jolly groom, the Sun 

The trumpet — hark t it spSaks — it swells 
The loud full narmony , it teUs 1190 

The time at hand when Dulman, led 
By Form, his citizens must head. 

And march those troops, which at his call 
Were now assembled, to Guildhall, 

On matters of importance great. 

To couit and city, church and state 
Prom end to end the sound makes way, 

All hear the signal and obey ; 

But Dulman, who, his charge foigot. 

By Morpheus fetter’d, heard it not , 1200 

Hoi could, so sound he slept and fast. 

Hear any trumpet, but the last. 

Crape, ever true and tiusty known, 

Stole fiom the maid’s bed to his own, 

Then in the spiiituals of piide, 

Planted himself at Dulman’s side. 

Thiice did the ever-faithful slave. 

With voice which might have leach’d the giaie, 
And broke Death’s adamantine chain. 

On Dulman call, but call’d in vain 1210 

Thrice with an aim, which might have made 
The Theban boxei cui'se his tiade. 
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TIio drone he shook, -who leai’d the head, 121“. 
And tin ice fell backwaid on his lied 
What could be done ^ Where foice hath fad'd, 
Policy often hath pi Grad’d , 

And rhat — an inference most plain — 

Had been, Ciapc thought might be again. 

Undei his pillow (still in mind . 

The piorerb kept, ‘fast bind, fast find’) 1221 
Each blessed night the keys w 6 ie laid. 

Winch Cl ape to diaw aray assay’d 
What not the jibn er of voice or arm 
Could do, this did, and broke Jlie charm ; 

Quick started he with stupid staie. 

For all his little soul was there. 

Behold him, taken up, lubb’d dorn, 

In elbow-chair, and morning-gown , 

Behold him, m his latter bloom, 

Stnpp’d, washd, and spiinkled with perfume , 12J0 
Behold him bending with the weight 
Of robes, and trumpery of state , 

Behold him (for the maxim ’s tine, 

Whate’er we by another do. 

We do ourselves , and chaplain paid. 

Like slaves in every other trade, 

Had mutter’d over God knows what. 

Something which he by heart had got) 

Having, as usual, said his prayers. 

Go titter, totter to the stairs . 1210 

Behold him for descent prepare. 

With one foot trembhng m the air ; 

He starts, he pauses on the brink, 

And, hard to credit, seems to think ; 

Through his whole tram (the chaplain gave 
The proper cue to every slave) 
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At once, as vdth infection caught, 1247 

Each started, paused, and aim’d at thought ; 

He tjims, an 3 . they turn ; big with care. 

He waddles to his elbow-chair. 

Squats down, and, silent for a season, 

At last with Crape begins to reason : 

But first,of aU. he made a sign. 

That every soul, but the divine, 

Should qmt the room , in him, he knows. 

He may all confidence repose. 

‘ Cl ape — ^though I’m yet not quite awake — 
Before this awi^il step I take, 

On which my future all depends, 

I ought to know my foes and friends. i 26 o 

My foes and fiuends — observe me stiU — 

I m€m not those who well or ill 
Perhaps may wish me, but those who 
Have ’t in their power to do it too 
How if, attentive to the state. 

In too much hurry to be gi’eat. 

Or through much zeal, — a motive. Crape, 
Deserving praise, — ^into a scrape 
I, hke a fool, am got, no doubt 
I, like a wise man, should get out 1270 

Note that remark without rephes , 

I say that to get out is wise, 

Or, by the very self-same rule. 

That to get in was hke a fool 
The marrow of this argument 
Must wholly rest on the event. 

And therefore, which is really hard, 

Agamst events too I must guard 

Should things continue as they stand, 

And ^ute prevail through all the land 1280 



THE GHOST. 


331 


Without a rival, by his aid 
My fortunes in a trice are made , 

Nay, honours on my zeal may smile, 

And stamp me Earl of some great I4e 
But if, a matter of much doubt, 

The present minister goes out. 

Fain would I know on what pretext 
I can stand famly with the next ? 

For as my aim, at every hour, 

Is to be well with those in power, 

And my materi^ point of new, 

Whoever ’s in, to be in too, 

I should not, like a blockhead, choose 
To gain these, so as those to lose • 

’Tis good in every case, you know, 

To have two stnngs unto our bow ’ 

As one in wonder lost. Crape view'’d 
His lord; who thus his speech pursued • 

‘This, my good Crape, is my giand point , 
And as the times are out of joint, 

The greater caution is required 
To bring about the point desired. 

What I would wish to bring about 
Cannot admit a moment’s doubt ; 

The matter in dispute, you know’. 

Is what we call the Quomodo. 

That be thy task ’ — The reverend slave. 
Becoming in a moment grave. 

Fix’d to the ground and rooted stood. 

Just like a man cut out out of w’ood, 

Such as we see (without the least 
Reflection glancing on the pnest) 

1 ‘ Isle ’ alluding to the iBSignificaat su* of the lek of Bote, 
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One or more, planted up and down. 
Almost in every church m town , 
He»stood some minutes, then, like one 
Who wish’d the mattei might be done. 
But could not do it, shook his head, 
And thus the man of soriow said 
‘ Hard is this task, too hard I swear. 
By much too hard for me to hear ; 
Beyond expieksion hard my pait, 

Could mighty Dulman see my heait. 
When he, alas ! makes knoWh a will 
Which Orape’’s not able to fulfil 
Was ever my obedience barr’d 
By any trifling nice regard 
To sense and honour 1 Could I reach 
Thy meaning without help of speech. 

At the first motion of thy eye 
Did not thy faithful creature fly 1 
Have I not said, not what I ought, 

But what my earthly master taught 1 
Did I e’er weigh, through duty stiong. 
In thy great biddings, nght and wrong ^ 
Did ever Inteiest„to whom thou 
Canst not with more devotion bow'. 
Warp my sound faith, or will of mine 
In contradiction run to thine ^ 

Have I not, at thy table placed. 

When business call’d aloud for haste, 
Tom myself thence, yet never heard 
To utter one complainmg word, 

And had, tiU. thy gieat work was done. 
All appetites, as having none 1 
Hard is it, this great plan pursued 
Of voluntary servitude , 
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Puisued witliout or shame, or fear, 

Through the great circle of the jear. 

Now to receive, lu this grand hour. 
Commands which he beyond my po\ier. 
Commands which baffle all my skill, 

And leave me nothing bi?t my will 
Be that accepted ; let my lord 
Indulgence to his slave afford . 

This task, for my poor strength linfit, 

Will yield to none but Dulman’s wit ’ 

With such groSs incense gratified, 

And turning up the hp of pridt, 

‘ Poor Crape ’ — and shook his empty head — 
‘ Poor puzzled Crape ' ’ wise Dulman said, 

‘ Of judgment weak, of sense confined, 

For things of lower note design’d , 

For things within the vulgar reach. 

To run of errands, and to preach , 

Well hast thou judged, that heads like mine 
Cannot want help from heads like thine ; 
Well hast thou judged thyself unmeet 
Of such high argument to treat ; 

’Twas hut to try thee that jf spoke. 

And all I said was but a joke. 

Nor think a joke, Crape, a disgrace, 

Or to my person, or my place , 

The wisest of the sons of men 

Have deign’d to use them now and then. 

The only caution, do you see. 

Demanded' by our dignity, 

From common use and men exempt, 

Is that they may not breed contempt. 

Great use they have, when in the hands 
Of one like me, who understands, 
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Who understands the time and place, 

The pel son,, manner, and the giace, 

WMch fools neglect ; so that we find. 

If aU the reqmsites are join’d, 

From -whence a perfect joke must spring, 

A joke ’s a very seri6us thing 
But to om’ business — my design. 

Which gave so rough a shock to thine, 

To my capacity is made 
As ready as a fraud m tiade , 

Which, like broad-cloth, I can, -with ease, 
Cut out in any shape I please 

Some, in my ciicumstance, some fe-w. 
Aye, and those men of genius too, 

Grood men, -who, -without love or hate. 
Whether they eaily rise or late. 

With names uncrack’d, and credit sound. 
Rise -worth a hundred thousand pound. 

By threadbare ways and means would try 
To bear their point — ^so will not 1. 

New methods shall my wisdom find 
To suit these matters to my mind , 

So that the infidels at court. 

Who make our city wits their sport, 

Shall hail the honours of my reign. 

And o-wn that Dulman bears a brain. 

Some, in my place, to gam their ends, 
Would give relations up, and friends ; 
Would lend a wife, who, they might swear 
Safely, was none the worse for wear , 
Would see a daughter, yet a maid, 

Into a statesman’s arms betray’d , 

Nay, should the girl prove coy, nor know 
What daughters to a father owe, 
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Sooner than schemes so nobly plann'd 
Should fail, themselres would lend a hand , 
Would vote on one side, whilst a brother,’* 
Pioperly taught, would vote on t’other , 
Would every petty band forget ; 

To public eye be ivith one set, 

In private with a second herd. 

And be by proxy with a third , 

Would, (like a queen,' of wlbonfl read, 

The other day — ^her name is fled — 

In a book, — wh^e, together bound, 

‘ Whittington and his Cat ’ I foifnd — 

A tale most true, and free from art, 

Which all Lord Mayors should have by heart , 
A queen ob ’ — might those days begin 
Afresh, when queens would leam to spin — 
Who wrought, and wrought, but for some plot, 
The cause of which I’ve now forgot, 

During the absence of the sun 
Undid what she by day had done) 

Whilst they a double visage wear, 

What’s sworn by day, by night unswear. 

Such be their arts, and such, perchance, 
May happily their ends advance ; 

From a new system mine shall spring, 

A locum terms is the thing. 

That ’s your true plan. To obligate 
The present ministers of state, 

My shadow shall our court approach, 

And bear my power, and have my coach ; 

My fine state-coach, superb to mew, 

A fiine state-coach, and paid for too. 
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To currj favour, and the grace 
Obtain of those who ’re out of place , 

In the mean’^time I — ^that’s to say, 

I proper, I myself — here stay 

But hold — perhaps unto the nation, 

"Who hate the Scot’s administration, 

To lend;m.y coach may seem to be 
Declaring for the ministry, 

For -where the'‘city-coach is, there 
Is the tiue essence of the Mayor 
Therefore (for -wise men are mtent 
Evils at distance to prevent, 

Whilst fools the evils fiist endure. 

And then are plagued to seek a cure) 

Wo coach — a horse — and free from fear, 

. To make our Deputy appear. 

Fast on his back shall he be tied. 

With two grooms marching by hi^ side , 
Then fbr a horse — ^through aU the land. 

To head our solemn city-band, 

Can any one so fit be found 
As he who in Artillery-ground, 

Without a iider, (ijoble sight’) 

Led on our biavest troops to fight’’ 

But first. Crape, for my honom’s sake — 
A tender point — ^inquiry make 
About that horse, if the dispute 
Is ended, or is still in suit 
For whilst a cause, (observe this plan 
Of justice) whether horse or man 
The parties be, lemains m doubt. 

Till ’tis determined out and out. 

That power must tyranny appear 
Which should, prejudging, inteifere. 
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And weak, famt judges orciawe, u«i 

To bias the fico couise of law' 

You have my will — now quictlj run, 

And take care that my will be done 
In public, Crape, you must appear. 

Whilst I in piiracy sit here , 

Here shall gieat Dulman sit alone. 

Making this elbow-chair my throne. 

And you, performing vliat I bid 
Do all, as if I nothing did ’ urn 

Crape heaid,*and speeded on his way , 

With him to hear w^as to obey; 

Not without trouble, be assured, 

A proper proxy was procured 
To serve such infamous intent. 

And such a lord to represent , 

Noi could one have been found at all 
On t’ ofhei side of London Wall 

The trumpet sounds — solemn and slow 
Behold the grand procession go, isoo 

All moving on, cat after kind. 

As if for motion ne’er design’d. 

Constables, whom the laws admit 
To keep the peace by breaking it ; 

Beadles, who hold the second place 
By virtue of a silver mace. 

Which every Saturday is drawn. 

For use of Sunday, out of pawn , 

Treasurers, who with empty key 

Secure an empty treasuiy , isio 

Churchwardens, who their course pursue 

In the same state, as to their pew 

Churchwardens of St Margaret’s go. 

Since Peirson taught them pride and sliow, 

Y 
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Who in shoit transient pomp appear, isis 

Like almanacs changed every yeai , 

Behind ■whom, with unbioken locks. 

Chanty caines the poor’s box. 

Not knowing that with private keys 

They ope and shut it when they please * isao 

Overseers, who by frauds ensuie 

The heavy curses of the pool , 

Unclean came fiockmg, bulls and bears. 

Like beasts into the aik, by pairs 
Portentous, flaming m the ■fan. 

Stalk’d the prdfessoi, Sheridan, 

A man of wire, a mere pantine, 

A downright animal machine. 

He knows alone, in proper mode. 

How to take vengeance on an ode, isso 

And how to butcher Ammon’s son 
And poor Jack Dryden both m one ■ 

On all occasions next the chair 
He stands, for service of the Mayor, 

And to instruct him how to use 
His A’s and B’s, and P’s and Q’s : 

O’er letters, into tatters worn. 

O’er syllables, defaced and torn. 

O’er words disjointed, and o’er sense. 

Left destitute of all defence, isio 

He strides, and all the way he goes 
Wades, deep in blood, o’er Criss-cross-rows 
Before him every consonant 
In agonies is seen to pant , 

Behind, in forms not to be known. 

The ghosts of tortured vowels groan 

Next Hart and Duke, well worthy grace 
And cty favour, came in place ; 
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No childreu can their toils entrage. 

Their toils are turn’d to loieieiid age , 

■When a coiiit dame, to grace Ins blows 
Resolved, is wed to city-spouse, 

Their aid with madam’s aid must join. 

The awkward dotaid to lefiiio, 

And teach, whence tiuest glory flowS, 

Grave sixty to turn out Ins toes 
Bach bore in hand a kit , and each 
To show how fit he was to teach 
A cit, an alderfiian, a mayor. 

Led in a string a dancing hcjH* ’5(.n 

Since the revival of Fingal, 

Custom, and custom ’s all in all, 

Commands that we should have regard. 

On all high seasons, to the hard. 

Great acts like these, by vulgar tongue 
Profaned, should not ho said, but sung. 

This place to fiU, renown’d in fame, 

The high and mighty Lockman ^ came, 

And, ne’er forgot in Dulman’s reign. 

With proper Older to maintain i.w.t 

The unifoimity of pride, « 

Brought Brother Whitehead by his side 
On horse, who proudly paw’d the ground. 

And cast his fiery eyeballs round, 

Snorting, and champing the rude bit. 

As if, for warlike purpose fit, 

His high and generous blood disdain’d. 

To be for sports and pastimes rein’d, 

Great Dymock, in his glonous station. 

Paraded at the coronation, ■'5«' 

^ ‘ Jolin Lockmaa ’ secretary to tlie Bnlash Ilcrraig 
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Not SO our city Dymock came, issi 

Heavy, dispiyted, and tame , 

No fiiark of sense, kis eyes half-closed, 

He on a mighty di ay-horse dozed 
Fate never could a horse provide 
So fit for such a man to ride. 

Nor find*'a man with stiictest care, 

So fit for such a hoise to bear. 

Hung round wfch instruments of death, 

The sight of him would stop the bieath 1590 
Of braggart Cowaidice, and nfake 
The very couif«Drawcansir^ quake , 

"With dirks, which, in the hands of Spite, 

Do their damn’d business in the night, 

Froni Scotland sent, but here display’d 
Only to fill up the parade , 

With swords, unflesh’d, of maiden hue, 

Which rage or valour never drew ; 

With blunderbusses, taught to nde 

Like pocket-pistols, by his side, leoo 

In giidle stuck, he seem’d to be 

A little moving armoury 

One thing much wanting to complete 

The sight, and make a peifect treat. 

Was, that the horse, (a courtesy 
In hoises found of high degree) 

Instead of going forward on, 

All the way backward should have gone 
Horses, unless they bleeding lack. 

Some scruple make to turn their back, leio 

Though riders, which plain truth declares. 

No sciuple make of turning theirs. 

^ ‘DrawcaBsir ’ Lord Talbot 
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Fai, far apart from all the rest, un^ 

Pit only foi a standing 
The indepeudeut, (fan }ou get 
A better suited epithet ’) 

The independent Amyand came,' 
xVU biumng Aiith the h’aeicd flame 
Of Libeity, •which iwell he knows 
On the great stock of Slateiy grows . 

Like sparrow, who, depuTod*of mate, 

Snatch’d by the ciuel hand of Fate, 

From spiay td spray no moie ■will liop. 

But sits alone on the housc-tdp , 

Or like himself, when all alone 
At Croydon he w’as heard to groan, 

Lifting both hands in the defence 
Of interest, and common sense . 

Both hands, for as no other man 

Adopted and pursued his plan, i cso 

The left hand had been lonesome quite, 

If he had not held up the light , 

Apart he came, and fii’d his eyes 
With rapture on a distant pnze, 

On which, in letters -wosthy note. 

There ‘twenty thousand pounds’ was wrote 
False trap, for credit sapp’d is found 
By getting t’wenty thousand pound 
Nay, look not thus on me, and stare. 

Doubting the certainty — ^to swear n.iy 

In such a case I should be loth — 

But Perry Gust ^ may take his oath 
In plain and decent garb array’d, 

With the pnm Quaker, Fraud, came Trade , 

1 ‘ Amyand ’ George and Claudius Amyand were mment incrt’i.aiit' - 

2 1 pgjyy ’ a London merciafit 
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Connivance, to improve the plan, 1645 

Habited like a juryman. 

Judging as interest prevails. 

Came next, witli measures, weiglits, and scales , 
Extortion next, of hellish race 
A cub most damn’d, to show his face leso 

Poibid by fear, but not by shame, 

Turn’d to a Jew, like Grideon ^ came , 

Corruption, Midas-like, behold 
Turning whate’er she touch’d to gold , 

Impotence, led by Lust, and Pride, 

Strutting with Ponton ^ by her side , 

Hypocrisy, demure and sad. 

In garments of the priesthood clad. 

So well disguised, that you might swear, 

Deceived, a very priest was there , i660 

Bankruptcy, full of ease and health. 

And wallowmg m well-saved wealth, 

Came sneering through a ruin’d band. 

And bringing B in her hand , 

Victory, hanging down her head, 

Was by a Highland stallion led , 

Peace, clothed in s^les, with a face 
Which witness’d sense of huge disgrace, 

Which spake a deep and rooted shame 

Both of herself and of her name, isro 

Mourmng creeps on, and, blushing, feels 

War, grim War, treading on her heels , 

Pale Credit, shaken by the arts 

Of men with bad hea^ and worse hearts. 

Taking no notice of a band 

Which near her were ordain’d to stand, 

^ ‘ G-ideon ’ Sampson Gideon, a wealthy Jew broker — ^ ‘ Ponton ’ Daniel 
Ponton, a gentleman of fortune, and a friend of the administration, was a 
magistrate for fee county of Surrey 
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Well-nigli destio}’d by sicllj fit, lovr 

LooL’d ’Wistful all aioimd for Pitt 
Fieedom — at that most liallou’tl iiauu' 

M} spiiits mount into a flame, 

Eacli pulse beats lugli, and cadi nerve ^tlaln‘^, 
Even to the ci aching tin ougli my reius 
The tides of life more lapid lun, 

And tell me I am Ficedom’s son- 
Fieedom came next, but scawe Mas seen, 

When the sky, Mhieh appeal’d seiene 
And gay before, -was overca*!! , 

Horror bestiodc a foreign bl^i't. 

And from the prison of the Xoith, 

To Freedom deadly, stoims burst foith nno 
A car like those, in ■which Mc’ie told, 

Oui 'Wild forefathers ■wan’d of old. 

Loaded ■with death, sit horses bear 
Through the blank legion of the air 
Too fierce for time or ait to tame. 

They pour’d forth mingled smoke and flame 
From their "wide nostrils , every steed 
Was of that anaent savage breed 
Which fell Geryoii nursed ; their food 
The flesh of man, their drink his blood i“oo 

On the first horses, ill-match'd pair. 

This fat and sleek, that lean and hce. 

Came lU-match’d riders side by side, 

And Poverty ivas yoked ■with Pndc , 

Union most strange it must appear, 

Till other unions make it clear 
Ffest, in the gall of bitterness, 

With rage -which ■words can ill express. 

With unforgiving rage, -which springs 
Prom a false zeal for holy things, 


ino 
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Wealing such robes as prophets wear, irn 

False prophets placed m Peter’s chair, 

On ®^hich, in^ characters of fire, 

Shapes antic, horiihle, and dire 
Inwoven flamed, where, to the view, 

In gioups appear’d a ■rabble crew 
Of sainted devils , where, all lound. 

Vile relics of vile men were found. 

Who, worse than devils, from the birth 
Perform’d the work of hell on eaith, 1720 

Juggleis, Inqmsitors, and Popes, 

Pointing at ax^as, wheels, and ropes, 

And engines, fiamed on horiid plan. 

Which none but the destroyei, Man, 

Could, to promote his selfish views. 

Have' head to make or heart to use. 

Bearing, to consecrate her tricks. 

In her left hand a crucifix, 

‘ Remembrance of our dying Lord,’ 

And in her nght a two-edged sword, 1730 

Having her brows, in impious sport. 

Adorn d with words of high import, 

‘On earth peace, aruongst men good will, 

Love bearing and forbeanng still,’ 

All wrote in the hearts’ blood of those 
Who rather death than falsehood chose 
On her breast, (where, in days of yore. 

When God loved Jews, the High Priest woie 
Those oracles which were decreed 
To instruct and guide the chosen seed) 1740 

Having with glory clad and strong^, 

The Viigm pictuied at full length. 

Whilst at her feet, in small pourtray’d, 

As scsp-ce worth notice, Christ was laid, — 
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Came Superstition, ficice and fell, i7;5 

An imp detested, e’en m liell , 

Hci eye inflamed, her face all o’er 
Foully besmeai’d Mitli human goie, 

O’ei heaps of mangled saints she lode 

Fast at her heels Death 'pioiidly stiode, no 

And giimly smiled, ■«’ell pleased to sjle 

Such havoc of mortality , 

Close by her side, on mischief bent. 

And urging on each bad intent 
To its full bearifig, savage, ■wild. 

The mothei fit of such a child 
Stnving the empire to advance 
Of Sin and Death, came Ignorance 

With looks, ’where diead command -was placed. 
And sovereign po’wer by piide disgraced, iruo 
Where, loudly ■witnessing a mind 
Of savage, more than human kind. 

Not choosing to bo loved, but feai’d. 

Mocking at nght. Misrule appear’d. 

With eyeballs glanng fiery red, 

Enough to strike beholders dead. 

Gnashing his teeth, and in. a flood 
Pouring coriuption forth and blood 
Prom his chafed ja'ws , without remorse 
Whipping and spuning on his horse, itro 

Whose sides, in their own blood embaj’d. 

E’en to the bone were open laid. 

Came Tyranny, di&daming awe, 

And tramphng over Sense and Law , 

One thing, and only one, he knew, 

One object only would pursue ; 

Though less (so low doth passion brag) 

Than man, he would be more than kiiig^ 
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Witli every argument and art 17^9 

Which might coiiupt the head and heart, 

So®thing the fienzy of his mmd, 

Companion meet, was Flattery join’d. 

Winning his carnage, every look 
Employed, whilst it conceal’d a hook , 

When Simple most, most to be feai’d , 

Most ciafty, when no craft appear’d , 

His tales, no man like him could tell , 

His words, which melted as they fell, 

Might even a hypocrite decelre, 

And make atfanfidel believe, 1790 

Wantonly cheating o’er and o’er 
Those who had cheated been before — 

Such Flattery came, m evil hour, 

Poisoning the royal ear of Power, 

And, grown by prostitution great. 

Would be first minister of state 
Within the chanot, all alone. 

High seated on a kind of throne, 

With pebbles graced, a figure came. 

Whom Justice would, but dare not name I800 
Hard times when Justice, without fear. 

Dare not brmg forth to public ear 
The names of those who dare offend 
’Gainst Justice, and pervert her end ! 

But, if the Muse afford me giace. 

Description shall supply the place 
In foreign garments he was clad^ 

Sage ermine o’er the glossy plaid 
Cast reverend honour , on his heart. 

Wrought by the cunous hand of Art, isio 

In silver wrought, and bnghter far 
Thamheavenly or than earthly star. 
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Shone a AVhite Rose the emblem deal is:; 

Of him he evei must leTcie , 

Of that diead loid, 'viho, Mith his’ho^t 
Of faithful native rebels lost, 

Like those black spiiits doom’d to liell 
At once fiom power and* virtue fell 
Around his clouded blows was placed 
A bonnet, most supciblj gi'aced issh 

With mighty thistles, nor foigcft 
The sacied motto — ‘ Touch me not ’ 

In the light band a swoid he boie 
Haider than adamant, and mow 
Fatal than winds, which fiom the mouth 
Of the rough Noith invade the South , 

The leeking blade to view presents 
The blood of helpless innocents. 

And on the hilt, as meek become 
As lamb "before the sheaiersdumb, is'.^ 

With downcast eye, and solemn show 
Of deep, unutterable w'oe, 

Mourning the time when Freedom reign’d, 

Past to a rock was Justice chain’d 
In his left hand, in wax .impress’d. 

With bells and gewgaws idly dress’d, 

An image, cast in baby mould, 

He held, and seem’d o’erjoy’d to hold . 

On this he fix’d his eyes , to this. 

Bowing, he gave the loyal kiss, isio 

And, for rebellion fully ripe, 

Seem’d to 'desire the antitype. 

What if to that Pretender’s foes 
His greatness, nay, his life, he owes ; 

Shall common obligations bind, 

And shake his constancy of mind ? 
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Scorning such \yeak and petty chains, isir 

Faithful to James ^ he still lemains, 

r 

Though he the friend of George appeal 
Dissimulation ’s virtue here. 

Jealous and mean, he with a fiown 
Would awe, and keep all merit down, 

Nor would to Truth and Justice bend, 

Unless out-bullied by his friend 
Brave with the coward, with the brave 
He IS himself a coward slave 
Awed by his fears, he has n6 heart 
To take a grfeat and open part 
Mines in a subtle tram he springs. 

And, secret, saps the ears of kings ; isbo 

But not e’en there continues firm 

’Gamst the resistance of a worm 

Born m a country, where the will 

Of one is law to all, he still 

Retain’d the infection, with full aim 

To spread it wheresoe’er he came , 

Freedom he hated. Law defied. 

The prostitute of Power and Pride , 

Law he with ease, explains away, 

And leads bewilder’d Sense astray ; isto 

Much to the credit of his brain. 

Puzzles the cause he can’t maintain ; 

Proceeds on most famihar grounds. 

And where he can’t convince, confounds , 

Talents of rarest stamp and size. 

To Nature false, he misapphes. 

And turns to poison what was sent 
For purposes of nounshment 

1 ‘ Faithful to James ’ alluding to the Earl of Mansfield’s original pre- 
dilection foi Pretender 



THE GHOST 


345 


Palcneps, not such as on his 'vriiigs is:-* 

The messenger of Siclncss bungs. 

But such as takes its con aid use 
Fiom conscious baseness, conscious uce, 

O’eispiead his cheeks , Disdain and Piide, 

To upstait fortunes evei -tied, 

Sconi’d on his brow , within his eye, 

Insidious, luiking like a spy. 

To Caution pimcipled by Peai,* 

Not daring open to appeal. 

Lodged coTcit Mischief, Passion hung 
On his lip quirenng , on his tongue issu 

Fraud dwelt at large , within his breast 
All that makes villain found a nest , 

AU that, on Hell’s completest plan. 

E’er join’d to damn the heait of man 
Soon as the car leach’d land, he lose, 

And, with a look which might haie fioze 

The heart’s best blood, which was enough 

Had hearts been made of sterner stuff 

In cities than elsewhere, to make 

The very stoutest quail and quake, i 9 oi> 

He cast his baleful eyes around 

Fix’d without motion to the ground. 

Pear waiting on Surprise, all stood, 

And hoiror chill’d their cuidled blood ; 

No more they thought of pomp, no more 
(For they had seen his face before) 

Of law they thought , the cause foigot, 

Whether it was or ghost, or plot, 

Which drew them there • they all stood more 
Like statues than they were Wore. i9io 

What could be done ? Could Art, could Force 
Or both, direct a pioper course 
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Jo mate this saTage monster tame, i9i3 

Or send him hack the way he came 
eWhat neither ait, nor foice, noi both. 

Could do, a Lord of foreign growth, 

A Lord to that base wretch allied 
In country, not in vice and pride. 

Effected , from the self-same land, 

(Bad news for our blaspheming band 1920 

Of scribbleis,'but deserving note) 

The poison came and antidote 
Abash’d, the monster hung kis head, 

And like an ■gjnpty vision fled , 

His tram, like virgin snows, winch run. 

Kiss’d by the burning bawdy sun. 

To love-sick streams, dissolved in air , 

Joy," who from absence seem’d more fair. 

Came smihng, freed from slavish Awe , 

Loyalty, Liberty, and Law, isso 

Impatient of the galling chain, 

And yoke of Power, resumed their reign. 

And, burning with the glorious flame 
Of pubhc virtue, Mansfield came 


THE CANDIDATE. 

This poem was written in 1764, on occasion of the contest between the Earls 
of Hardwicke and Sandwich for the High-stewaidship of the University 
of Cambiidge, vacant by the death of the Lord Chancellor Hardwicke 
The spiiit of party ran high in the University, and no means were left 
nntiied by either candidate to obtain a majority The election was fixed 
for the 30th of Maich, when, after much altercation, the votes appear- 
ing equal, a scrutiny was demanded , whereupon the Vice-Chancellor ad- 
journed the senate sane die On appeal to the Lord High-Chancellor, he 
determined m favour of the Earl of Hardwicke, and a mandamus issued 
accordingly 
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Enough of Actors — ^let tliem play tlie plaj^cr, 

And, flee fiom censuie, fiet, SMreat, stmt, and stare ; 
Ganick ^ abroad, wbat motires can engage 
To -waste one couplet on a barren stage 
Ungiateful Ganick ' -when these tasty days, 

In justice to tbemselTes, allow.’d tbee piaisc , 

When, at thy bidding, Sense, for t-wenty ytars, 

Indulged in laughter, or dissohed in tears , 

When in return for labour, tune, and health. 

The to-wn had given some little share of -wealth, I'j 
Couldst thou lepine ai being still a slave ^ 

Barest thou presume to enjoy that -vealth she ga\e * 
Couldst thou repine at la-ws ordain’d by those 
Whom nothing but thy merit made thy foes ^ 

Whom, too refined for honesty and trade, 

By need made tradesmen, Pride had bankruplrs made , 
Whom Fear made drunkards, and, by modern rules. 

Whom Brink haade -wits, though Nature made them fools , 
With such, beyond aU pardon is thy crime, 

In such a manner, and at such a time, 20 

To quit the stage , but men of real sense, 

Who neither lightly give, nor take offence, 

Shall o-wn thee clear, or pass an^act of grace, 

Since thou hast left a Powell in thy place. 

Enough of Authors — -why, -when scribblers fail, 

Must other scribblers spread the hateful tale ^ 

Why must they pity, -why contempt cxpiess, 

And why insult a brother in distress * 

Let those, -who boast the uncommon gift of brains 
The lam el pluck, and wear it foi their pams, so 

Fresh on their brows for ages let it bloom, 

And, ages past, still flourish round their tomb. 

^ ‘Gamck abroad ’ Garnck,iB September 1703, in order to wake liis value 
more appreouted alter liis return, resolved to visit tbe continent 
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Let those 'whb •without gemas wiite, and write, ss 
Vei semen oi piosemen, all m Natuie’s spite, 

The penJaid do'wh, their comse of folly lun 
In peace, nmead, unmention’d, be undone 
Why should I tell, to cross the -will of Fate, 

That Francis once endeavour’d to translate ^ 

Why, s'weet* obhvion winding round his head, 

Should I lecaU poor Mmphy from the dead 4o 

Why may not Langhorne,^ simple m his lay, 

Effusion on effusion pour away , 

Wrth friendship and with fancy tijfle here, 

Or sleep m pastoral at Belvidere ^ 

Sleep let them all, with Dulness on her thione. 

Secure from any malice but their own 

Enough of Clitics — let them, if they please. 

Fond of n%w pomp, each month pass new decrees , 
Wide and estensive be their infant state. 

Their subjects many, and those subjects great, so 

Whilst all their mandates as sound law succeed. 

With fools who write, and greater fools who read 
What though they lay the realms of Genius waste. 
Fetter the fancy and debauch the taste , 

Though they, like doctois, to appiove their skill, 

Consult not how to cure, but how to kill , 

Though by whim, envy, or resentment led. 

They damn those authors whom they never read , 
Though, other rules unknown, one rule they hold, 

To deal out so much praise for so much gold . 6o 

Though Scot with Scot, m damned close intrigues, 
Against the commonwealth of letters leagues , 
Uncensured let them pilot at the helm, 

And rule in letters, as they ruled the realm 


1 ‘ Langliome ’ John Langhome, D D , the translator of Plntarch 
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Ours be the curse, the mean tame cowaid^ curse, 65 
(Nor could ingenuous Malice mate a worse, 

To do our sense and honour deep despite) 

To credit what they say, lead what they write 
Enough of Scotland — ^let her rest in peace , 

The cause lemoved, effects of course should cease 70 
Why should I tell, how Tweed, too mightj' grown, 

And pioudly swell’d with waters not his owm. 

Burst o’er his hanks, and, by DestAiction led. 

O’er our fair England desolation spread. 

Whilst, riding on hiS waves, Ambition, plumed 
In tenfold pride, the poit of Bute a'^sumed, 

Now' that the iiver god, convinced, though late, 

And yielding, though leluctantly, to Fate, 

Holds his fan course, and with moie humble tides. 

In tribute to the sea, as usual, glides ^ so 

Enough of States, and such like tiifling things , 
Enough of kinglings, and enough of kings , 

Henceforth, secure, let ambush’d statesmen lie, 

Spiead the couit web, and catch the patriot fly , 
Henceforth, unwhipt of Justice, unconti oil’d 
By fear 01 shame, let Vice, secure and bold. 

Lord it with all her sons, whikt Vntue’s groan 
Meets with compassion only from the throne 
Enough of Patriots — all I ask of man 
Is only to be honest as he can so 

Some have deceived, and some may still deceive ; 

’Tis the fool’s cuise at random to believe 
Would those, who, by opinion placed on high. 

Stand fair and perfect m their country’s eye. 

Maintain that honoui, let me in their ear 

Hint this essential doctime — Peiseveie 

Should they (which Heaven forbid) to win the grace 

Of some proud courtier, or to gain a place, 

7 
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Tlieii king and' country sell, with endless shame 99 
The arenging Muse shall mark each traitorous name , 
But if, to Honour tlue, they scorn to bend. 

And, proudly honest, hold oat to the end. 

Their giateful country shall their fame lecord, 

And I myself descend to praise a loid 

Enough of "Wilkes — "with good and honest men 
His actions speak much stionger than my pen. 

And future ages shalhhis name adoie, 

When he can act and I can wiite no more 
•Engtend may prove ungrateful and anjust. 

But fosteiing Fianced shall ne’er betiay her tiust 110 
’Tis a brave debt which gods on men impose. 

To pay with praise the merit e’en of foes 
When the great warrior of Amilcar’s lace 
Made Rome's wide empiie tiemble to hei base. 

To prove her virtue, though it gall’d her pride, 

Rome gave that fame which Carthage had denied 

Enough of Self — that darlmg luscious theme, 

O’er which philosophers m laptuies dream , 

Of which with seeming disregard they wiite. 

Then prizing most, w'hen most they seem to slight , 120 
Yam pi oof of folly tinctured strong with piide ’ 

What man can fiom himself, himself divide ^ 

For me, (nor dare I he) my leading aim 
(Conscience first satisfied^ is love of fame , 

Some httle fame derived fiom some brave few, 

Who, prizing Honour, prize her votaries too. 

Let all (nor shall resentment flush my cheek) 

Who know me well, what they know, freely speak, 

So those (the greatest cuise I meet below) 

Who know me not, may not pretend to know iso 

t ‘Trance ’ Wilkes had fled to Fiance to escape tjie piobeoutioas entered 
agaiAst him 
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Recorded rillains, and each spotted name les 

Branded ■with maii^ of eweilasting shame, 

Succeedin| TiUains sought her as a fiiend, 

AnB, if not really mended, feign’d to mend. 

But in an age, when actions are allow’d 
Which strike ^1 honour dead, and ciimes avow’d 
Too teiiible to suffer the lepoit. 

Avow’d and praised by men who stain a couit, i7o 
Propp’d by the arm*^ of Power , when Vice, high 
born, 

feglAiied, high-station’d, holds rebuke in scorn ; 

When she is lost to every thought of fame. 

And, to all vutue dead, is dead to shame , 

When Prudence a much easier task must hold 
To make a new world, than reform the old. 

Satire thiows by her arrows on the ground. 

And if she cannot cure, she will not wound r 
Come, Panegyric — ^though the Muse disdains, 
Founded on truth, to prostitute her strains iso 

At the base instance of those men, who hold 
No argument but power, no god but gold. 

Yet, mindful that from Heaven she drew her biith. 

She scorns the narrow msCiims of this eaith ; 

Virtuous heiself, brings Virtue forth to view. 

And loves to praise, wheie piaise is justly due 
Come, Panegyric — ^in a foimer hour, 

My soul with pleasure yielding to thy power. 

Thy shnne I sought, I pray’d — but wanton air, 

Before it reach’d thy ears, dispersed my piayer , i9o 
E’en at thy altars whilst I took my stand. 

The pen of Truth and Honour in my hand. 

Fate, meditating wrath ’gainst me and mine. 

Chid my fond zeal, and thwarted my design. 
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Whilst, Hajter ' brought too quickly to his end, i 95 
I lost a subject and mankind a friend 
Come, Panegyric — ^bending at thy throne. 

Thee and thy power my soul is proud to own 
Be thou my kind protector, thou my guide, 

And lead me safe thiough passes yet untiied. 200 

Bioad is the road, nor difficult to find. 

Which to the house of Satire leads mankind , 

Nairow and unfrequented are tha ways. 

Scarce found out in an age, which lead to praise 
What though nck theme I choose of vulgar nota> 

Nor wish to write as brother bai^ have wrote. 

So mild, so meek in praismg, that they seem 
Afraid to wake their patrons from a dream ; 

What though a theme I choose, which might demand 
The nicest touches of a mastei’s hand , 210 

Yet, if the inwaid workings of my soul 
Deceive me not, I shall attain the goal, 

And Envy shall behold, in tiiumph raised. 

The poet piaising, and the patron piaised 

What patron shall I choose 1 Shall public voice. 

Or private knowledge, mfluence my choice ^ 

Shall I prefer the grand retieat of Stowe, 

Or, seeking patriots, to friend Wildman’s ^ go ^ 

‘ To Wildman’s !’ cried Discretion, (who had heaid. 
Close standing at my elbow, every word) 220 

‘ To Wildman’s 1 Ait thou mad"^ Canst thou be sure 
One moment there to have thy head secure 
Are they not all, (let observation tell) 

All maik’d in characteis as black as Hell, 

In Doomsday book, by ministeis set down, 

Who style their pnde the honour of the crown 

1 ‘ Hayter ’ Bi ^homas Hayter, Bibhop of Norwich, and next of London, 
died prematurely ‘ Wildman’s ’ a tavern m Albemarle Street 



358 . 


chueohill’s poems 


Make no reply — ^let Reason stand aloof — 22? 

Piesumptions here must pass as solemn proof 
That settlesd faith, that love ■which ewer springs 
In tile best subjects, for the best of kings. 

Must not he measured now by what men think, 

Oi say, or do , — by what they eat and drink, 

Wheie, and wi5h whom, that question ’s to be tiied. 

And statesmen are the judges to decide , 

No juries call’d, or, if call’d, kept in awe , 

They, facts confess’d, in themselves vest the law 
Each -dish at Wildman’s of sedition smacks ; 

Blasphemy may be gespel at Almacks.’ * 

Peace, good Discretion * peace — thy feais aie vain ; 
Ne’er will I herd with Wildman’s factious tiain , 240 

Never the vengeance of the great incur. 

Nor, without' might, against the mighty stii 
If, from long proof, my temper you distiust. 

Weigh my profession, to my gown be just , 

Dost thou one parson know so void of grace 
To pay his court to patrons out of place 

If still you doubt (though scarce a doubt lemains) 
Search through my alter’d heait, and tiy my lems , 
There, seaiching, find, nor jdeem me now in sport, 

A convert made by Sandwich to the court 250 

Let madmen follow eiror to the end, 

I, of mistakes convinced, and proud to mend, 

Stnve to act better, being better taught, 

Nor blush to own that change which Reason "wrought : 
For such a change as this, must Justice speak ; 

My heart was honest, but my head was weak 
Bigot to no one man, or set of men, 

Without one selfish view, I drew my pen ; 


^ ‘ Alaidoks ’ Old AJmaoks, a noted Toiy club-hojjse m Pall Mall 
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Mj country ask’d, or seem’d'to ask, ray afd, 269 

Obedient to that call, I left off trade , 

A side I chose, and on that side w'as ‘strong, 

Till time hath faiily proved me in the wrong 
Convinced, I change, (can any man do moie "*) 

And have not greater patriots changed before ^ 

Changed, I at once, (can any man do les%^ 

Without a single blush, that change confess ; 

Confess it with a manly kind of pMde, 

And quit the losing for the winning side. 

Granting, whilst viriuous Sandwich holds the rein,' 

What Bute for ages might have soj^ht m vain 270 
Hail, Sandwich ' — nor shall Wilkes resentment show, 
Hearing the praises of so brave a foe — 

Hail, Sandwich t — nor, thiough pride, shalt thou refuse 
The giateful tribute of so mean a Muse — 

Sandwich, all hail ' — when Bute with foreign hand, 
Giown wanton with ambition, scouiged the land ; 

When Scots, or slaves to Scotsmen, steer’d the helm ; 
When peace, inglonous peace, disgraced the realm, 
Distrust, and general discontent prevail’d ; 

But when, (he best knows why) his spirits fail’d ; 280 

When, wuth a sudden panic struck, he fled. 

Sneak’d out of power, and hid his recieant head ; 

When, like a Mars, (Pear order’d to retieat) 

We saw thee nimbly vault into his seat. 

Into the seat of power, at one bold leap, 

A perfect connoisseur in statesmanship , 

When, like another Machiavel, we saw 
Thy fingers twisting, and untwisting law. 

Straining, where godlike Reason hade, and where 
She warranted thy mercy, pleased to spare , 290 

Saw thee resolved, and fix’d (come what, come might) 
To do thy GodJ thy king, thy country right ; 
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All things -wefe changed, suspense remain’d no more, 
Certainty reign’d where Doubt had reign’d before 294 
All felt thy virtues, and all knew their use. 

What virtues such as thine must needs produce 
Thy foes (for Honour ever meets with foes) 

Too mean to praise, too fearful to oppose, 

In sullen sileitae sit , thy fiiends (some few. 

Who, friends to thee, are friends to Honour too) soo 
Plaud thy brave beaimg, and the Commonweal 
Expects her safety from thy stubborn zeal 
A piece amongst the rest the Muses* claim, 

And bring this freewall-offeiing to thy fame , 

To prove their virtue, make thy virtues known. 

And, holding up thy fame, secure their own 
From his youth upwards to the present day, 

When vices, "more than years, have mark’d him gray , 
When riotous Excess, with wasteful hand. 

Shakes life’s frail glass, and hastes each ebbing sand, sio 
Unmindful from what stock he drew his biith. 

Untainted with one deed of real worth, 

Lothaiio, holding honour at no price, 

FoUy to folly added, vice to vice. 

Wrought sin with gieediness, and sought for shame 
With greater zeal than good men seek for fame 

Where (Reason left without the least defence) 
Laughter was mirth, obscenity was sense . 

Where Impudence made Decency submit ; 

Where noise was humour, and where whim was wit , 320 
Where rude, untemper’d license had the meiit 
Of liberty, and lunacy was spirit ; 

Where the best things were ever held the worst, 
Lothario was, with justice, always first. 

To whip a top, to knuckle down at taw. 

To swing upon a gate, to ride a straw. 
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To play at pusli-pin ■with dull brother peers, 

To belch out catches m a porter’s eais, 

To reign the monarch of a midnight tiell. 

To be the gaping chan man’s made , 

Whilst, in most blessed union, rogue and whore 
Clap hands, huzza, and hicci^ out, ‘Encoie , ’ 
Whilst gray Authoiity, who slumbers thej^ 

In robes of watchman’s fur, gires up his chair , 
With midnight howl to bay the affrighted moon, 
To walk w'lth torches thiough the streets at noon ; 
To force plain Katuje fiom her usual way. 

Each night a vigil, and a blank each day , 

To match foi speed one feather ’gainst another. 

To make one leg run races with his brothei , 
’Gainst all the lest to take the noithein wind, 
Bute to ride fiist, and he to iide behind , 

To com newfangled wagers, and to lay ’em, 
Laying to Itfse, and losing not to pay ’em , 
Lothaiio, on that stock which Natuie gives. 
Without a rival stands, though Maich yet lives 

When Folly, (at that name, m duty bound, 

Let subject myriads kneel, and kiss the gi'ound. 
Whilst they who, m the presence, upiight stand. 
Are held as rebel%.thiough the loyal land) 

Queen every where, but most a queen in couits. 
Sent forth her heralds, and proclaim’d her sports 
Bade fool with fool on her behalf engage. 

And prove her right to reign fiom age to age, 
Lothario, great above the common size, 

With all eng%ed, and won from all the prize , 
Her cap he wears, which fiom his youth he wore, 
And eveiy day deserves it more and more. 

Nor in such limits rests his soul confined ; 
Polly may share»but can’t engross his mind ; 
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Vice, bold substantial Vice, ‘puts ra her claim, 36i 
And stamps him perfect in the books of Shame 
Observe hfs follies Veil, and you would swear 
Folly had been his fiist, his only care , 

Observe his vices, you’ll that oath disown, 

And swear that he was borji for vice alone. 

Is the soft'^atuie of some hapless maid. 

Pond, easy, full of faith, to be betray’d 
Must she, to vntue lost, be lost to fame. 

And he who wrought her guilt declare her shame 370 
Js some brave friend, who, men butrlittle known. 

Deems every heait as^ honest as his own, 

And, fiee himself, in otheis fears no guile. 

To be ensnared, and ruin’d with a smile ^ 

Is Law to be perverted from her course ^ 

Is abject frarad to league with brutal force % 

Is Freedom to be crush’d, and every son 
Who dales maintain her cause, to be undone 
Is base Corruption, creeping through the land. 

To plan, and work her ruin, undeihand, sso 

With regular approaches, sure, though slow ? 

Or must she peiish by a single blow ^ 

Are kings, who tiust to servants, and depend 
In servants (fond, vain thought!) to find a fiiend, 

To be abused, and made to draw their breath 
In darkness thicker than the shades of death 1 
Is God’s most holy name to be profaned. 

His word rejected, and his laws arraign’d. 

His servants scorn’d, as men who idly dream’d. 

His service laugh’d at, and his Son blasphemed c 9 d 
A re debauchees in morals to preside 
Is Faith to take an Atheist for her guide '*■ 

Is Science by a blockhead to be led 
Are States to totter on a drunkard’s hecld 
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To answer all these purposes, and moie, 395 

More black than ever villain plann’d before, 

Seaich earth, search hell, the Devil cannot find 
An agent like Lothaiio to his mind 

Is this nobility, which, sprang from kings, 

Was meant to swell the powef fiom whence it springs 
Is this the glorious produce, this the fruit, 401 

Which Nature hoped for from so iich a root ? 

Were there but two, (search all the'woild aiound) 

Were there but two such nobles to be found. 

The very name would sink into a teim 
Of scorn, and man would rather be.d worm 
Than be a lord but Nature, full of grace. 

Nor meaning birth and titles to be base. 

Made only one, and having made him, swore. 

In mercy to mankind, to make no more 410 

Nor stopp’d she there, but, like a geneious friend, 

The ills which Eiror caused, she strove to mend, 

And having brought Lothaiio forth to view. 

To save her credit, brought forth Sandwich too 
Gods t with what joy, what honest joy of heart, 

Blunt as I am, and void of every art, 

Of every art which great ones in the state 
Piactise on knaves they fear, and fools they hate. 

To titles with reluctance taught to bend, 

Nor prone to think that virtues can descend, 420 

Do I behold (a sight, alas I more raie 
Than Honesty could wish) the noble wear 
His father’s honours, when his life makes known 
They ’re his by virtue, not by birth alone ; 

When he recalls his father fiom the giave, 

And pays with interest back that fame he gave 
Cored of her spl§netic and sullen fits, 

To ajich a peei my wiUing soul submits, 
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And to sncti nrtue is more proud to yield 229 

Than ’gainst ten titled rogues to keep the field 
Such, (for that truth e’en Envy shall allow) 

Such Wyndham was, and such is Sandwich now 
0 gentle Montague t in blessed hour 
Didst thou stait up, and climb the stairs of powei , 
England of^l her fears at once was eased, 

Nor, ’mongst her many foes, was one displeased 
France heard the news, and told it cousin Spain , 

Spain heard, and told it cousin Fiance again , 

The Hollander relinquish’d his design 

Of adding spice to'spice, and mine to mine , 4 io 

Of Indian villanies he thought no moie. 

Content to rob us on oui native shore . 

Awed by thy fame, (which winds with open mouth 
Shall blow*from east to west, fiom north to south) 

The western world shall yield us her increase. 

And her wild sons be soften’d into peace , 

Rich eastern monarchs shall exhaust their stores. 

And pour unbounded wealth on Albion’s shoies , 
Unbounded wealth, which from those golden scenes. 
And all acquired by honourable means, 450 

Some honourable chief shall hither steer, 

To pay our debts, and set the nation clear 
Nabobs themselves, alluied by thy lenown, 

Shall pay due homage to the English crown , 

Shall fieely as their king our king receive — 

Provided the Directors give them leave. 

Union at home shall mark each rising year, 

Nor taxes be complain’d of, though severe , 

Envy her own destroyer shall become. 

And Faction with her thousand mouths be dumb . 460 

With the meek man thy meekness shall prevail, 

Nor with the spirited thy spnit fail : 
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Some to thy force of leason shall submit, 463 

And some be converts to thy princely wit 
Revel ence for thee shall still a nation’s cues, 

A grand concurience crown a grand excise , 

And unbelievers of the fiist degiee, 

Who have no faith m God, have faith in thee 
When a stiange jumble, ■whimsical and ’sain, 

Possess’d the region of each heated biain , 470 

When some were fools to censuie, some to praise, 

And all were mad, but mad in diffeient ways , 

When commonwealthanen, starting at the shade 
Which in their own wild fancy had been made. 

Of tyrants dream’d, who woie a thorny crown. 

And with state bloodhounds hunted Freedom down , 
When others, stiuck with fancies not less vain, 

Saw mighty kings by then own subjects slaiif, 

And, in each friend of Liberty and Law, 

With horror big, a future Cromwell saw, 48o 

Thy manly zeal stept foitb, bade discoid cease. 

And sung each jairing atom into peace , 

Liberty, cheer’d by thy all-cheenng eye. 

Shall, waking from her trance, live and not die , 

And, patronised by thee. Prerogative 
Shall, striding forth at large, not die, but live , 

Whilst Piivilege, hung betwixt eaith and sky. 

Shall not well know whether to live or die 
When on a rock which overhung the flood. 

And seem’d to tottei. Commerce shiveiing stood , 490 

When Credit, building on a sandy shore. 

Saw the sea swell, and heard the tempest roar, 

Heard death m every blast, and in each wave 
Or saw, or fancied that she saw her giave , 

When Property, transferr’d fiom hand to band, 
Weaken’d by change, crawl’d sickly through the land ; 
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When, mutual confidence was at an end, 497 

And man no longer could on man depend , 

Oppiess’d with debts of more than common weight, 
When all men fear’d a bankruptcy of state , 

When, ceitain death to honour, and to trade, 

A sponge was talk’d of as- our only aid ; 

That to be s'»ved we must be moie undone, 

And pay off all our debts, by paying none , 

Like England’s better genius, boin to bless. 

And snatch his sinking country fiom distiess, 

Didst thou step foith, and, without sail oi oai. 

Pilot the shatter’d v,pssel safe to shoie 

Nor shalt thou quit, till, anehoi’d film and fast. 

She iides secuie, and mocks the threatening blast ' 5io 
Born in thy house, and in thy sen ice bred. 

Nursed in thy arms, and at thy table fed. 

By thy sage counsels to reflection brought. 

Yet more by pattern than by precept taught, 

Economy her needful aid shall join 
To forward and complete thy grand design. 

And, w'arm to save, but yet with spirit w'arm. 

Shall her own conduct from thy conduct form 
Let friends of prodigals ^ay what they wdl, 

Spendthrifts at home, abroad aie spendthiifts stdl 520 
In vain have sly and subtle sophists tried 
Piivate from public justice to divide , 

For credit on each other they rely, 

They live together, and together die, 

’Gainst all expeiience ’tis a rank offence, 

High treason in the eye of Common-sense, 

To think a statesman ever can be known 
To pay our debts, who will not pay his owm : 

But now, though late, now may we hope to see 

Our debts discharged, our credit fair and free, 530 
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Since rigid Honesty (fair fall" that hour >) sai 

Sits at the helm, and Sandwich is in powei 
With what delight I view thee, wondihus man,. 

With what delight survey thy steiling plan, 

Tnat plan which all with wonder must behold. 

And stamp thy age the only age of Gold 

Nor rest thy tiiumphs here — ^that Disccjtd fled, 

And sought with grief the hell wheie she was hied, 
That Faction, ’gainst hei natuie foiced to yield, 

Saw her rude rabble scatter’d o’er the field, 54o 

Saw her best ft lends standing jest become, 

Hei fools turn’d speakeis, and her wits stiuck dumb , 
That our most bitter foes (so much depends 
On men of name) are tuin’d to cordial fi lends , 

That our ofiended fi lends (such teiror flows 
Fiom men of name) dare not appeal our foes , 

That Credit, gasping in the jaw's of Death, 

And leady to expiie with eveiy bieath, 

Glows stronger from disease , that thou hast saied 
Thy drooping country , that thy name, engiaved 550 
On plates of brass, defies the rage of Time , 

Than plates of brass more firm, that sacred ihyme 
Embalms thy memory, bids thjj glories live. 

And gives thee what the Muse alone can give • — 

These heights of Virtue, these rewaids of Fame, 

With thee in common other patiiots claim 
But, that pool sickly Science, who had laid 
And dioop’d for yeais beneath Neglect’s cold shade, 

By those who knew her purposely foigot. 

And made the jest of those who knew her not 5oo 
Whilst Ignorance in power, and pamper’d pride, 

‘ Clad like a priest, pass’d by on t ’ other side,’ 
Recover’d from her wi etched state, at length 
Puts on new health, and clothes herself with stiength. 
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To thee we ofre, and to thy friendly hand 655 

Which raised, and gave her to possess the land 
This piai^e, though in a court, and near a throne, 

This piaise is thine, and thine, alas ' alone 

With what fond lapture did the goddess smile, 

What blessings did she promise to this isle, 67 o 

What honour ^0 heiself, and length of reign, 

Soon as she heard that thou didst not disdain 
To he her steward , hut what grief, what shame, 

What rage, what disappointment, shook her frame. 
When her proud children dared her will dispute. 

When Youth was insolent,^ and Age was mute 1 

That young men should be fools, and some wild few, 
To Wisdom deaf, he deaf to Interest too, 

Moved not her wonder , but that men, grown giay 
In search of wisdom ; men who own’d the sway 58o 
Of Reason , men who stubbornly kept down 
Each rising passion , men who woie the gown ; 

That they should cross her wdl, that they should daie 
Against the cause of Interest to declare , 

That they should be so abject and unwise. 

Having no fear of loss before their eyes, 

Nor hopes of gain , scorping the ready means 
Of being vicars, rectors, canons, deans. 

With all those honours which on mitres wait, 

And mark the virtuous favourites of state , S90 

That they should dare a Hardwicke to support, 

And talk, within the hearing of a court. 

Of that vile beggar, Conscience, who, undone. 

And starved heiself, starves every wretched son , 

This turn’d her blood to gall, this made her sweai 
No more to throw away her time and care 

1 ‘ Youth wasmsolent ’ the younger members of th^ University were unani- 
mous m favour of Lord Haidwicke, and incuired the censure of their supenors 
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On wayward sons who scoin’d hei love, no more ssr 
To hold hex comts on Cam’s ungrateful shore 
Rather than beai such insults, which Sisgiace 
Hci royalty of nature, buth, and place, 

Thougli Dulness there uniivall’d state doth keep, 

Would she at Winchestei with Bui ton ^ sleep , 

Oi, to exchange the mortifying scene 
Foi something still moie dull, and still more mean, 
Rathei than heai such insults, she would fly 
Fai, far beyond the seaich of English eye, 

And leign amongst the Scots to be a queen 

Is worth ambition, though in Ahei^een 

Oh, stay thy flight, fair Science ' what though some 

Some base-boin children, rebels aie become bio 

All aie not lebels , some are duteous still, 

Attend thy piecepts, and obey thy will , 

Thy mteiest is opposed by those alone 
Who either know not, oi oppose then own 
Of stubborn viitue, maiching to thy aid. 

Behold in black, the livery of their tiade, 

Marshall’d by Foim, and by Discretion led, 

A giave, giave tioop, and Smith ^ is at their head. 
Black Smith of Tiinity , on Cluistian ground 
For faith in mysteries none more lenown’d 620 

Next, (for the best of causes now and then 
Must beg assistance fiom the woist of men) 

Next (if old stoiy lies not) spiung fiom Greece, 

Comes Pandariis, but comes without his niece 
Her, wretched maid ' committed to his tiust. 

To a lank letcLier’s coaise and bloated lust 
The arch, old, hoary hypociite had sold. 

And thought himself and her well damn’d for gold 

1 ‘ Buifcon ’ Dr John Burton, head master of inchester school — ” ‘ Smith 
Dr Smith, master of TTmity College, Cambridge, a mechanical and musical 
gemiis 

2 A 
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But (to "Wipe off sucli traces from the mmd, 629 

And make us in good humom Mith mankind) 

Leading tm men, who, m a college bied, 

ISFo "woman knew, but those "which made then bed , 

Who, planted virgins on Cam’s virtuous shoie. 

Continued still male virgins at threescore. 

Comes Sumneir,^ "wise, and chaste as chaste can be, 

With Long,® as "wise, and not less chaste than he 

Are theie not frieflids, too, enter’d in thy cause 
Who, for thy sake, defying penal laws, 

Wetb, to support thy honourable plan, 

Smuggled from JerSOy, and the Isle of Man 64 o 

Aie theie not Philomaths of high degree 
Who, always dumb before, shall speak for thee 
Aie theie not Proctors, faithful to thy will. 

One of full growth, others in embryo still. 

Who may, perhaps, in some ten years, or moie. 

Be ascertain’d that two and two make four, 

Or may a still more happy method find. 

And, taking one from two, leave none behind '>■ 

With such a mighty powei on foot, to yield 
Were death to manhood , better in the field eso 

To leave our cai cases, and die with fame, 

Than fly, and pui chase life on terms of shame 
SackviUes ® alone anticipate defeat. 

And ere they dare the battle, sound retreat 

But if pel suasions ineffectual prove. 

If arguments are vain, nor prayers can move. 

Yet in thy bitterness of frantic woe 
Why talk of Burton ^ why to Scotland go 
Is theie not Oxfoid she, with open aims. 

Shall meet thy wish, and yield up all her charms 660 

1 ‘ Sumner ’ the Rev Br Humphrey Sumner, Yice^Chancelloi of the Uni- 
versity of Cambridge — ® ‘ Long * Roger Long, I) D , professoi of Astronomy, 
Cambiidge — ^^Sackville ’ Su Geoige, who behaved scandalously*’" at the 
battle ot Mmden 
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Shall foi thy ioye her forniei loves lesign, 66i 

And Jilt the banish’d Stuaats to be thme 

Bow’d to the yoke, and, soon as she could lead, 
Tutor’d to get by heart the despot’s creed. 

She, of subjection proud, shall knee thy thione, 

And have no piinciples but {bine alone , 

She shall thy 'wiU. imphcitly receive, 

Nor act, nor speak, nor think, without thy leave 
Where is the glory of impeiial sway 
If subjects none but just commands obey 1 ero 

Then, and then only, is obedience seen. 

When by command they daie do all that’s mean . 
Hither, then, wing thy flight, heie fix thy stand, 

Noi fail to bung thy Sandwich in thy hand 

Gods ' with what joy, (for Fancy now supplies. 

And lays the futuie open to my eyes) 

Gods t with what joy I see the woithies meet, 

And Biothei Litchfield^ Biothei Sandwich gieet ^ 

Blest be your greetings, blest each deal embiace , 

Blest to youi selves, and to the human race eso 

Sickening at virtues, which she cannot reach, 

Which seem her baser natiue to impeach. 

Let Envy, in a whirlwind’s hosdm huil’d, 

Outiageous, seaich the coineis of the woild, 

Ransack the piesent times, look back to past, 

Rip up the future, and confess at last. 

No times, past, present, or to come, could e’er 
Produce, and bless the woild with such a pair. 

Phillips,’^ the good old Phillips, out of breath, 
Escaped from Monmouth, and escaped fiom death, eso 

^ ‘ Bi Other Litchfield ’ the last Earl of Litchfield succeeded the Eail of 
Westmoreland as Chancellor of the University of Oxford, m 1762, through 
Loid Bute’s nifluence ^ Bhilhps ’ Sir John Phillips, a hairiater and active 
membef of the House of Commons, a defender of the rebellion m 1745 
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Shall hail his Sandwich with that virtuous zeal, 69i 
That glorious ardour foi the commonweal, 

Which w^tm’d his loyal heait and Mess’d his tongue. 
When on his lips the cause of lebels hung, 

Whilst Womanhood, in habit of a nun. 

At Medenham ^ lies, by backward monks undone , 

A nation’s ledLoning, like an alehouse scoie. 

Whilst Paul, the aged, chalks behind a door, 

Compeli’d to hire a foe to cast it up, 

Dashwood shall poui, from a communion cup, 700 

Libations to the goddess without eyes, 

And hob or nob in cidei and excise. 

Fiom those deep shades, where Vanity, unknown. 
Doth penance for her piide, and pines alone. 

Cursed in heiself, by hei own thoughts undone. 

Where she sees all, but can be seen by none , 

Where she, no longer mistress of the schools. 

Hears praise loud pealing from the mouths of fools, 

Or hears it at a distance, in despair 

To join the crowd, and put in for a share, 7io 

Twisting each thought a thousand different ways, 

For his new fi rends new-modelling old praise , 

Where frugal sense so very fine is spun. 

It serves twelve houis, though not enough for one, 
King^ shall arise, and, bursting from the dead. 

Shall hurl his piebald Latin at thy head. 

Burton (whilst awkward affectation hung 
In quaint and labour’d accents on his tongue. 

Who ’gainst their will makes junior blockheads speak, 
Ignorant of both, new Latin and new Greek, 720 

^ ^ Medenbam ’ oi as it was commoBly called, Mednara Abbey, was a 
very large house on the banks of the Thames, near Mai low, in Bucks, where 
infamous doings went on iindei the auspices of Su f Dashwood, Lord Sand- 
wich, and others — - ^ King ’ Dr William King, LL IT", Principal of St Mary’s 
Hall 
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Not such as was m Greece atid Latmm kilowa, 721 
But of a modem cut, and all his own , 

Who threads, like beads, loose thoudfts on sucli a stuns:, 
They ’le praise and censme , nothing, eveij thing , 
Pantomime thoughts, and style so full of tuck, 

They even make a Merry Andiew sick , 

Thoughts all so dull, so pliant m their gi^wtli, 

They’re reise, they’re piose, they’re neithei, and 
they’re both) 

Shall (though by natuie ever loth to piaise) 

Thy cuuous worth sat foith m cm ions phrase , 730 

Obscurely stijff, shall press pooi Sen^e to death. 

Or in long peiiods run her out of breath , 

Shall make a babe, for which, with all his fame, 

Adam could not have found a proper name. 

Whilst, beating out his featiiies to a smile,- 
He hugs the bastaid biat, and calls it Style 
Hush’d be all Natuie as the land of Death , 

Let each stieam sleep, and each wind hold his bieath , 
Be the bells muffled, noi one sound of Care, 

Pressing foi audience, wake the slumbering an , 740 

Browne^ comes — behold how cautiously he ciceps — 
How slow he walks, and yet how fast he sleeps — 

But to thy piaise in sleep he shall agiee , 

He cannot wake, but he shall dream of thee 
Physic, hei head with opiate poppies ci own'd, 

Hei loins by the chaste matioii Camphire bound , 
Physic, obtaining succoui fiom the pen 
Of her soft son, her gentle Ilebeiden,® 

If theie aie men who can thy viitiie know, 

Yet spite of viitue tieat thee as a foe, 750 

1 ‘ Browne ’ Di William Biowne, Lord Litchfield’s Vice-Chancelloi of the 
Umveisity of Oxfoid iiom 1759 to 1769 — ^ ‘ Hebeiden ’ Di Wiiiuim Ilebei- 
den, the celebrated piiysician, the first who used the wet-shect 
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Shall, like a scholai, stop tkeir rebel breath, 751 

And m each recipe send classic death. 

So deep in kno'?7ledge, that few lines can sound 
And plumb the bottom o’f that vast piofound, 

Few grave ones with such gravity can think, 

Or follow half so fast as he, can sink , 

With nice distinctions glossing o’er the teit. 

Obscure with meaning, and in words peiplex’d. 

With subtleties on subtleties lefined. 

Meant to divide and subdivide the mind, 700 

Keeping the forwaidness of youth m awe, 

The scowling Blacksfone^ bears the train of law. 

Dmnity, enrobed in college fur, 

In her right hand a new Couit Calendar, 

Bound like a book of prayer, thy coming waits 
With all her-pack, to hymn thee in the gates. 

Loyalty, fix’d on Isis’ alter’d shoie, 

A stranger long, but sti anger now no more. 

Shall pitch her tabernacle, and, with eyes 
Bnmful of rapture, view her new allies , 770 

Shall, with much pleasure and moie wonder, view 
Men great at court, and gieat at Oxfoid too. 

0 sacied Loyalty i accuised be those 

Who, seeming fiiends, turn out thy deadliest foes. 

Who prostitute to kings thy honour’d name, 

And soothe their passions to betray their fame , 

Nor praised be those, to whose pioud nature clings 
Contempt of government, and hate of kings. 

Who, willing to be free, not knowing how, 

A strange intemperance of zeal avow, 780 

And start at Loyalty, as at a word 

Which without danger Freedom never heaid 

1 ‘ Blackstone ’ Pi Blackstone, afterwards Sii Willia^i BlacKstone, Sokci- 
tor-Creneral, and a Judge of the Couit of Common Pleas 
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Vain eirors of vain men— vrild both extremes, tss 
And to the state not ivholesome, like the di earns, 
Childien of night, of Indigestion bied; 

Which, Reason clouded, seize and turn the head , 
Loyalty without Fieedom is a chain 
Which men of hbeial notice iian’t sustain ; 

And Pieedom without Loyalty, a name 
Which nothing means, or means licentious shame 7so 
Thme be the art, my Sandwich,, thine the toil. 

In Oxford’s stubborn and untowaid soil 
To rear this plant o^ union, till at length, 

Rooted by time, and fostei’d into strength, 

Shooting aloft, all danger it defies. 

And proudly lifts its branches to the skies , 

Whilst, Wisdom’s happy son but not hei slave. 

Gay with the gay, and with the grave ones^giave, 

Free from the dull impeitinence of thought. 

Beneath thal shade, which thy own labouis wi ought soo 
And fashion’d into strength, shaft thou lepose, 

Secuie of liberal praise, since Isis flows. 

True to her Tame, as duty hath decieed, 

Nor longer, like a hailot, lust for Tweed, 

And those old wreaths, which Oxford once daied twine 
To glace a Stuart biow, she plants on thine. 


THE FAREWELL. 

P Faeewell to Europe, and at once farewell 
To all the follies which in Europe dwell , 

To Eastern India now, a licher clime, 

Pwicher, alas < m eveiythmg but ihyme, 
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The Muses steer their course , and, fond of change, 5 
At large, in other woilds, desire to range , 

Resolved^rat least, ’since they the fool must play. 

To do it in a diffeient place, and way 

F What -whim is this, irliat erioi of the biain. 

What madness woise than -in the dog-stax’s leign ? 10 

Why into foreign countiies would you loam, 

Aie theie not knaves and fools enough at home 
If satire be thy object — and thy lays 
As yet have shown no talents fit foi praise — 

If satire be thy object, search all rwmd. 

Nor to thy purpose -qan one spot be found 
Like England, where, to lampant vigour grown. 

Vice chokes up every viitue , where, self-sown, 

The seeds of folly shoot forth rank and bold. 

And eveiy seed bungs forth a hundiedfold. 20 

P No more of this — though Truth, (the moie our shame. 
The more our guilt) though Truth perhaps may claim, 

And justify her pait in this, yet here. 

For the first time, e’en Truth offends my ear ; 

Declaim from morn to night, from night to morn, 

Take up the theme anew, when day ’s new-boin, 

I bear, and hate — be England what she will. 

With all her faults, she is my coiintiy still 

F Thy countiy ' and what then Is that mere word 
Against the voice of Reason to be heard so 

Are prejudices, deep imbibed in youth. 

To counteract, and make thee hate the truth 
’Tis sure the symptom of a narrow soul 
To draw its grand attachment from the whole. 

And take up with a part , men, not confined 
Within such paltiy limits, men design’d 
Their nature to exalt, where’er they go. 

Wherever waves can loll, and winds can blow, 
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Where’er the blessed sub, placed m the siy 89 

To watch this subject woild, can dart his eye, 

Are still the same, and, prejudice oufgiown, 

Consider eveiy countiy as then own , 

At one gland view they take m I7atine’s plan, 

Not moie at home in England than Japan 
P My good, giave Sir of Theory, wh§se wit, 
Giasping at shadows, ne’ei caught substance yet, 

’Tis mighty easy o’er a glass of w»ne 
On Tam refinements Tainly to lefine, 

To laugh at poTerty»in plenty’s leign. 

To boast of apathy when out of pjim, so 

And in each sentence, woitliy of the schools, 

Varnish’d with sophistry, to deal out rules 
Most fit for practice, but for one poor fault 
That into piactice they can ne’ei be biouglit 
At home, and sitting in youi elbow-chan. 

You piaise Japan, though you was nerei theie 
But was the ship this moment under sail, 

Would not your mind be changed, your spiiits fail 
Would you not cast one longing eye to shoie. 

And TOW to deal m such wild schemes no moie ? so 
Howe’er our piide may tempt,iis to conceal 
Those passions which we cannot choose but feel, 

There’s a strange something, which, without a biain 
Pools feel, and which e’en wise men can’t explain, 
Planted in man to bind him to that eaith. 

In dealest ties, from whence he diew his biith 
If Honour calls, where’er she points the way 
The sons of flonour follow, and obey , 

If need compels, wheieTer we aie sent 

’Tis want of courage not to be content , ro 

But, if we haTe the liberty of choice, 

And all depends on our own single TOice, 



378 


chuechill’s poems 


To deem of eferj country ds the same 73 

Is rank lebellion ’gainst the lawful claim 
Of Nature, and suCh dull indifference 
M^y be philosophy, but can’t be sense 

F Wesik and unjust distinction, stiange design, 

Most peevish, most perveise, to undermine 

Philosophy, an^ thiow her empiie down 

By means of Sense, from whom she holds her ciown so 

Divine Philosophy ' to thee we owe 

All that IS woith possessing here below ; 

rVirtue and wisdom conseciate thy reign, 

Doubled each joy, and pain no longer pain. 

When, like a garden, wheie, foi want of toil 
And wholesome discipline, the rich, rank soil 
Teems with incumbrances , where all aiound, 

Heibs, noxiOES in their nature, make the giound, 

Like the good mother of a thankless son. 

Curse her own womb, by fruitfulness undone , so 

Like such a garden, when the human soul. 

Uncultured, wild, impatient of control, 

Brings forth those passions of luxuiiant race, 

Which spread, and stifle eveiy heib of giace , 

Whilst Virtue, check’d by, the cold hand of Scoin, 

Seems withering on the bed where she was bom. 
Philosophy steps in , with steady hand. 

She bungs her aid, she clears the encumbei’d land , 

Too virtuous to spare Vice one stioke, too wise 
One moment to attend to Pity’s cues — 100 

See with what godhke, what relentless power 
She roots up every weed ! 

P And every flower. 

Philosophy, a name of meek degree, 

Embraced, in token of humihty. 
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By the pioud sage, who, wlnlst he stroTe*to hide, io 5 
In that vain artifice leveal’d his piide , 

Philosophy, -whoin Natuie had design’d 
To purge all errois fioni the human mind, 

Herself misled by the philosophei. 

At once hei piiest and master, made us eir . no 

Piide, piide, like leaven in a mass of floy^". 

Tainted her laws, and made e’en Vutue sour. 

Had she, content within her pioper sphere. 

Taught lessons siuted to the human ear. 

Which might fair Wiitue’s genuine fruits produce 
Made not for ornament, but leal use. 

The heart of man, unrivall’d, she had sway’d, 

Piaised by the good, and by the bad obey’d , 

But when she, overturning Reason’s throne. 

Strove proudly in its place to plant her own , 120 

When she with apathy the breast would steel. 

And teach us, deeply feeling, not to feel , 

When she would wildly all her force employ, 

Not to correct our passions, but destroy. 

When, not content our nature to lestoie, 

As made by God, she made it all new o’er ; 

When, with a stiange and ciiipinal excess, 

To make us more than men, she made us less ; 

The good her dwindled power with pity saw. 

The bad with joy, and none but fools with awe iso 
Truth, with a simple and unvarnish’d tale. 

E’en from the mouth of Norton might pievail, 

Could she get there , hut Falsehood’s sugar’d strain 
Should pour her fatal blandishments in vam. 

Nor make one convert, though the Siren hung. 

Where she too often hangs, on Mansfield’s tongue 
Should all the Sophs, whom in his course the sun 
Hath seen, or past, or present, rise in one , 
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Should he, -whilst pleasure m each sentence flows, 139 
Like Plato, give us poetry m prose , 

Should hei full oiafor, at once impait 
The Athenian’s genius -with the Roman’s ait , 

Genius and Art should m this instance fail, 

Noi Rome, though join’d -wath Athens, heie pievail 
’Tis not in ma^, ’tis not in more than man, 

To make me find one fault in Nature’s plan 
Placed low ourselves, *we censuie those above, 

And, wanting judgment, think that she wants love , 
'Blame, wheie we ought in reason t® commend, 

And think her most % foe -when most a friend 150 
Such be philosophers — their specious art. 

Though Friendship pleads, shall nevei waip my heart. 
Ne’er make me from this breast one passion tear. 

Which Natui^, my best friend, hath planted theie 
F Foigiving as a fiiend, what, whilst I live. 

As a philosopher I can’t foigive. 

In this one point at last I join with you. 

To Natuie pay all that is Nature’s due , 

But let not clouded Reason sink so low. 

To fancy debts she does not, cannot owe 160 

Bear, to full manhood giawn, those shackles bear. 

Which Nature meant us for a time to wear. 

As we wear leading-stiings, which, useless grown, 

Aie laid aside, when we can -walk alone , 

But on thyself, by peevish humour sway’d. 

Wilt thou lay burdens Natuie never laid 

Wdt thou make faults, whilst Judgment weakly eris, 

And then defend, mistaking them foi hers^'^ 

Barest thou to say, in our enlighten’d age, 

That this grand master passion, this biave lage, 170 
Which flames out for thy countiy, was impiess’d 
And fix’d by Nature in the human bieast 1 
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If you piefer the place ■wheie you werS boin,_ irs 
And hold all otheis in contempt and scoin. 

On fail compaiison , if on that land 
With libeial, and a moie than equal hand, 

Her gifts, as in piofusion, Plenty sends 
If Viitue meets •with moie asod bettei ft lends , 

If Science finds a pation ’mongst the giq^t , 

If Honesty is minister of state , iso 

If Powei, the guaidian of our lights design’d, 

Is to that gieat, that only end, confined , 

If riches aie einploj^d to bless the poor , 

If Law is sacied, Libeity secuie 

Let but these facts depend on pi oofs of weight. 

Reason declaies thy lore can’t be too gieat, 
xind, m this light could he oui countiy view, 

A veiy Hottentot must love it too. 

But if, by- Fate’s deciees, jou owe yom biith 
To some most baiien and penuiious eaith, i90 

Wheie, eveiy comfoit of this life denied, 

Her leal wants aie scantily supplied , 

Wheie Power is Reason, Libeity a joke, 

Laws never made, or made but to he bioke , 

To fix thy love on such a wi etched spot. 

Because in Lust’s wild fevei there begot , 

Because, thy weight no longei fit to beai. 

By chance, not choice, thy mother diopp’d thee theie, 

Is folly, which admits not of defence , 

It can’t be Natuie, for it is not sense 200 

By the same aigument which heie you hold, 

(When Falsehood ’s insolent, let Tiuth be told) 

If Propagation can in torments dwell, 

A devil must, if bom there, love his Hell. 

P Had Fate, to whose decrees I lowly bend, 

And e’en in punishment confess a ft lend, 
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Ordain’d my bu’th in some place yet untiied, 

On puipose made to moitify my piide, 

Where the snn never gave one glimpse of day. 
Where Science never yet could dait one lay, 
Had I been born on some bleak, blasted plain 
Of barien Scotland, in a Sttiait’s leign. 

Or in some kingdom, where men, weak, or worse. 
Turn’d Nature’s every blessing to a cuise , 

Where ciowns of freedom, by the fatheis won, 
Diopp’d leaf by leaf fiom each degenerate son , 
In sprte of all the wisdom you dispKiy, 

All you have said, and yet may have to say. 

My weakness heie, if weakness I confess, 

I, as my country, had not loved her less 
Whether strict Reason bears me out in this. 
Let those wh6, always seeking, always miss 
The ways of Reason, doubt with precious zeal , 
Theirs be the praise to argue, mine to feel 
Wish we to trace this passion to the root. 

We, like a tree, may know it by its fiuit , 

Fiom its rich stem ten thousand viitues spring, 
Ten thousand blessings on its branches cling ; 
Yet in the ciicle of revolving yeais 
Not one misfortune, not one vice, appeals 
Hence, then, and what you Reason call, adore , 
This, if not Reason, must be something moie 
But (for I wish not others to confine , 

Be their opinions unrestiain’d as mine) 

Whether this love’s of good or evil giowth,. 

A vice, a viitue, or a spice of both. 

Let men of nicer argument decide , 

If it IS virtuous, soothe an honest pride 
With liberal praise ; if vicious, be contep-t. 

It IS a vice I_^ never can repent ; 
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A Tice which, weigh’d m H’eaven, shall ifloie avail 211 
Than ten cold viitues in the other scale 

F This wild, untempei’d zeal (iihich, aftey all, 

We, candour unimpeach’d, might madness call) 

Is it a Tiitue That you scarce pietend , 

Oi can it be a vice, like Virtue’s friend. 

Which draws us off from and dissolves t]ie force 
Of private ties, nay, stops us in oui course 
To that grand object of the human soul. 

That nobler love which compiehends the whole '2 250 

Coop’d in thd limit* of this petty isle. 

This nook, which scarce deserves a fiown or smiie, 
Weigh’d with Creation, you, by whim undone. 

Give all youi thoughts to what is scarce worth one 
The generous soul, by Natuie taugbt to soar. 

Her strength confiim’d in philosophic lore. 

At one grand view takes in a woild with ease, 

And, seeing all mankind, loves all she sees 

P Was it most suie, which yet a doubt enduies, 

Not found in Reason’s creed, though found in yours, 26O 
That these two services, like what we’ie told, 

And know, of God’s and Mammon’s, cannot hold 
And draw together , that, however loth. 

We neithei seive, attempting to serve both, 

I could not doubt a moment which to choose. 

And which in common reason to refuse 
Invented oft for purposes of ait. 

Bom of the head, though father’d on the heart. 

This grand love of the world must be confess’d 
A barren speculation at the best sro 

Not one man in a thousand, should he hve 
Beyond the usual term of life, could give. 

So raie occasion comes, and to so few, 

Proof whether his regards are feign’d, or true. 
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The love we bear our countiy is a root 275 

Which never fails to bring forth golden fiuit ^ 

^Tis in th^mind an- everlasting spiing 
Of glorious actions, which become a king, 

Noi less become a subject , ’tis a debt 

Which bad men, though th^ pay not, can’t forget , 280 

A duty, which the good delight to pay. 

And every man can piactise every day 
Nor, foi my life (sq veiy dim my eye, 

Oi dull youi aigument) can I desciy 
What,, you with faith asseit, how th9.t deal love, 

Which binds me to my countiy, can lemove. 

And make me of necessity foiego. 

That geneial love which to the world I owe. 

Those ties of private nature, small extent, 

In which the .mind of nariow cast is pent, 29 o 

Aie only steps on which the generous soul 
Mounts by degiees till she includes the whole 
That spiing of love, which, m the human mind. 

Founded on self, flows naiiow and confined, 

Enlaiges as it rolls, and comprehends 
The social chanties of blood and fiiends, 

Tdl, smaller sti earns included, not o’eipast, 

It uses to our country’s love at last , 

And he, with liberal and enlaiged mind. 

Who loves his country, cannot hate mankind goo 

F Friend, as you would appeal, to Common Sense, 
Tell me, or think no moie of a defence, 

Is it a proof of love by choice to run 
A vagrant from your country 

P. Can the son 

(Shame, shame on all such sons with ruthless eye. 
And heart more patient than the flint, stand by, 
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And by some rufBan, from all shame diverced, 307 
All Tiitue, see his honour’d mother foiced ^ 

Then — no, by Him that made me ’ mot e’en ihen, 
Could I with patience, by the "worst of men, 

Behold my countiy plunder’d, beggai’d, lost 
Beyond ledemption, all her glories cross’d. 

E’en when occasion made them ripe, her fame 
Fled like a dream, while she awakes to shame 
F Is it not more the office of^ friend, 

The office of a patron, to defend 
Her sinking dtate, than basely to decline 
So great a cause, and in despair resign ^ 

P. Beyond my leach, alas > the grievance lies, 

And, whilst more able patiiots doubt, she dies 320 
From a foul source, moie deep than we suppose. 

Fatally deep and daik, this gnevance flows 
’Tis not that peace our glorious hopes defeats 
’Tis not the voice of Paction in the streets , 

’Tis not a gioss attack on Pieedom made , 

’Tis not the arm of Pimlege display’d, 

Against the subject, whilst she wears no sting 
To disappoint the purpose of a king , 

These are no ills, or tiifles, if, compared 
With those which are contrived, though not declared 
Tell me. Philosopher, is it a crime 331 

To pry into the secret womb of Time , 

Or, born in ignorance, must we despair 
To reach events, and read the fiituie there 1 
Why, be it so — still ’tis the nght of man. 

Imparted by* bis Maker, where he can. 

To former times and men his eye to cast. 

And judge of what ’s to come, by what is past. 

Should there be found, in some not distant year, 

(Oh, how I wish to be no piophet here’) 

2 B 
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Amongst our Biitisli Loids should there be found S4i 
Some great in power, in pimciples unsound, 

Who look on Fieedom with an evil eye, 

In^whom the spiings of Loyalty aie dry ; 

Who wish to soar on wild Ambition’s wings, 

Who hate the Commons, and who love not Kings 
Who would divide the people and the thione. 

To set up sepal ate mteiests of their own , 

Who hate whatever aids their wholesome giowth. 

And only join with, to destroy them both , 350 

Should theie be found such men m after-times, 

May Heaven, in mercy to our grievous ciimes. 

Allot some milder vengeance, nor to them. 

And to their lage, this wretched land condemn 
Thou God above, on whom all states depend. 

Who knowest-fiom the first their rise, and end. 

If there ’s a day mark’d in the book of Fate, 

When rum must involve our equal state , 

When law, alas ’ must be no more, and we. 

To fieedom born, must be no longer free , seo 

Let not a mob of tyrants seize the helm. 

Nor titled upstarts league to rob the realm , 

Let not, whatever other il]s assail, 

A damned aristocracy prevail 

If, all too short, omr couise of freedom run, 

’Tis thy good pleasure we should be undone. 

Let 118, some comfort in our giiefs to bung. 

Be slaves to one, and be that one a king 
F Poets, accustom’d by their trade to feign. 

Oft substitute creations of the brain s 7 o 

For leal substance, and, themselves deceived. 

Would have the fiction by mankind beheved 
Such is your case — ^but grant, to soothe your pride. 
That you know more than all the worlcT beside, 
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Why deal in hints, \Fhy make a moment’s doubt-'^ zi5 
Resolved, and like a man, at once sjeak out , 

Show us our danger, tell us wieie it lies, 

And, to ensuie our safety, make us wise 

P. Rather than hear the pain of thought, fools 
stiay ; 

The proud will rather lose than ask thcfr way sso 
To men of sense what needs it to unfold. 

And tell a tale which they must Tcnow untold ^ 

In the had, ipteiest waips the canker’d heart. 

The good aie hoodwink’d by the tucks of ait ; 

And, whilst aich, subtle hypocrites contiive 
To keep the flames of discontent alu e , 

Whilst they, with arts to honest men unknown. 

Breed doubts between the people and the thionc. 

Making us fear, where Reason never yet 

Allow’d one feai, or could one doubt admit, sqo 

Themselves pass unsuspected in disguise. 

And ’gainst our leal danger seal oui eyes 

P Mark them, and let their names lecoided stand 
On Shame’s black loll, and stink through all the land 
P That might some courage, but no piudence be , 

No hurt to them, and jeopaidy to me 
F Leave out then names. 

P For that kind caution, thanks , 

But may not judges sometimes fill up blanks 

F Your country’s laws in doubt then you i eject ^ 

P The laws I love, the lawyers I suspect 40 i 

Amongst twelve judges may not one be found 
(On baie, bare possibility I giound 
This wholesome doubt) who may enlaige, retrench. 
Create, and uncreate, and from the bench. 

With winks, smiles, nods, and such like paltiy arts, 
work and worm into a juiy’s heaits ^ 
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Or, baffled there, may, turbulent of soul, 408 

Cl amp their high office, and their lights control , 

Who may, lihough judge, turn advocate at laige. 

And deal replies out by the vay of charge, 

Making Intel pretation all the way. 

In spite of facts, his wicked will obey. 

And, leaving Law without the least defence. 

May damn his conscience to approve his sense 

F Whilst, the true guardians of this charter’d land, 
In full and perfect vigour, juries stand, 

A judge in vain shall awe, cajole, peiplex 
P Suppose I shoul'd be tried in Middlesex 
F To pack a juiy they will never daie 420 

P There ’s no occasion to pack juries there ^ 

F ’Gainst prejudice all arguments are weak ; 

Reason herself without effect must speak. 

Fly then thy country, like a coward fly. 

Renounce her interest, and her laws defy. 

But why, bewitch’d, to India turn thine eyes 1 
Cannot our Europe thy vast wiath suffice ^ 

Cannot thy misbegotten Muse lay bare 
Her brawny aim, and play the butcher there ^ 

P Thy counsel taken, vfhat should Satire do 430 
Where could she find an object that is new ^ 

Those travell’d youths, whom tender mothers wean. 

And send abioad to see, and to be seen , 

With whom, lest they should fornicate, or worse, 

A tutor ’s sent by way of a dry nurse , 

Bach of whom just enough of spirit bears - 
To show our follies, and to bring home theirs. 

Have made all Bmope’s vices so well known. 

They seem almost as natural as our own 

1 ‘ Junes there ^ alluding to the then recent acquittal<^rom the charge of 
penury^ by the petty jury, of Mr Phihp Caxteret Webb, solicitor to the 
sury, who had sworn against Wilkes 
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F Will India for thj purpose better do ^ 440 

P In one respect, at least — there ’s something new 
F A harmless people, m whom JIature sp^eals 
Piee and untainted, ’mongst whom Satire seeks, 

But Tainlj seeks, so simply plain their heaits, 

One bosom where to lodge her poison’d darts. 

P Piom knowledge speak you this'^ 01, doubt on 
doubt 

Weigh’d and resolved, hath Reason found it ouf^ 
Neither fiom knowledge, nor by Reason taught. 

You have faRh every where, but where you ought 
India or Buiope — ^what ’s there m a name 450 

Propensity to vice m both the same. 

Nature alike in both works for man’s good. 

Alike m both by man himself withstood 
Nabobs, as well as those who hunt them- down. 

Deserve a cord much better than a crown, 

And a Mogul can thrones as much debase 
As any polish’d prince of Chiistian race 

F Could you, — a task more hard than you sup- 
pose, — 

Could you, m ridicule whilst Satire glows, 

Make all their folhes to the ]ife appear, 4 so 

’Tis ten to one you gam no ciedit here ; 

Howe’er well drawn, the picture, after all. 

Because we know not the original. 

Would not find favoui m the public eye 

P That, having youi good leave, I mean to try * 
And if your observations sterling hold. 

If the piece should be heavy, tame, and cold. 

To male it to the side of Nature lean. 

And meaning nothing, something seem to mean 
To make the whole in lively colours glow. 

To bring before us something that we know, 
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And from all honest men applause to win, 472 

I’ll £;rdup the Company,* and put them in. 

F Be t^iat ungeneious thought by shame suppress’d. 
Add not distress to those too much distress’d , 

Have they not, by bhnd zeal misled, laid baie 
Those sores which nevei might endure the air ^ 

Have they not ^1 ought their mysteiies so low, 

That what the wise suspected not, fools know 

From their fiist rise e’en to the piesent houi, iso 

Have they not proved then own abuse of power, 

Made j,t impossible, if faiily view’d, 

Ever to have that dangeious power renew’d. 

Whilst, uuseduced by ministers, the throne 
Regards our interests, and knows its own 
P Should eveiy other subject chance to fail, 

Tliose who have sail’d, and those who wish’d to sail 
In the last fleet, afford an ample field. 

Which must beyond my hopes a harvest yield. 

F On such vile food Satiie can never thrive 49o 
P She cannot starve, if there was only Clive ® 


THE TIMES. 

The time hath been, a boyish, blushing time. 

When modesty was scarcely held a crime , 

Wlien the most wicked had some touch of grace, 
And trembled to meet Virtue face to face , 

When those, who, in the cause of Sin grown giay, 
Had served her without grudging day by day. 

Were yet so weak an awkw'aid shame to feel, 

And strove that glorious service to conceal 

J ^ ’ East Indian Co — ^ ‘ Clive ’ bee MacnuUyV Essay 
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We, better bied, and than our sires more wise, o 

Such paltiy nariowness of soul despise 
To Tiitue evei j mean pretence disclaitn, 

Lay bare our ciimes, and glory m oui shame 
Time was, eie Tempeiance had fled the lealm, 

Ere Luxury sat guttling at the helm 

Fiom meal to meal, without one moment’s space 

Reseiwed for business oi allow’d for grace , 

Eie Vanity had so far conquer’d Sense 
To make us all wild iirals in expense. 

To make one fool striTe to outvie another. 

And eveiy coxcomb diess against his bi other , 20 

Ere banish’d Industiy had left oui shoies. 

And Labour was by Piide kick’d out of doors ; 

Eie Idleness prevail’d sole queen m couits, 

Or only yielded to a rage for spoits ; 

Ere each weak mind was with externals caught, 

And dissipation held the place of thought , 

Ere gambling loids in vice so fai weie gone 
To cog the die, and bid the sun look on ; 

Ere a gieat nation, not less just than free. 

Was made a beggar by economy , so 

Eie rugged Honesty was out pf vogue ; 

Ere Fashion stamp’d hei sanction on the rogue ; 

Time was, that men had conscience, that they made 
Sciuples to owe what never could be paid 
Was one then found, howcvei high his name. 

So far above his fellows damn’d to shame. 

Who daied abuse, and falsify his tiust. 

Who, being great, yet dared to be unjust, 

Shunn’d hke a plague, 01 but at distance view’d. 

He walk’d the crowded stieets m solitude, 40 

Nor could his lank and station m the land 
Bribe one mean knave to take him by the hand. 
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Sucli iigjd maxsms (Oh ! might such revive 
To keep expiung Honesty alive) 

Made rogues, all other hopes of fame denied. 

Not just through piinciple, be just through pride 
Our times; more polish’d, vfear a diffeient face. 
Debts are an honour, payment a disgrace 
Men of weak mpids, high-placed on Folly’s list, 

May giavely tell us tiade cannot subsist, 

Nor all those thousandc who ’re in tiade employ’d. 

If faith ’twixt man and man is once destroy’d 
'Why— rbe it so — we in that point acCoid ; 

But what are trade, an^ tiadesmen, to a lord 
Faber, from day to day, from year to year, 

Hath had the cries of tradesmen m his ear, 

Of tradesmen by his villany betray’d, 

And, vainly seeking justice, bankrupts made. 

What IS ’t to Faber Lordly as before, 

He sits at ease, and lives to ruin more ■ 

Fix’d at his door, as motionless as stone, 

Begging, but only begging for their own, 

TJnheaid they stand, or only heard by those, 

Those slaves in livery, who mock their woes. 

What is’t to Faber ^ He continues gieat, 

Lives on in grandeui, and luns out in state. 

The helpless widow, wiung with deep despair, 

In bitterness of soul pours forth hei prayer. 

Hugging her starving babes with streaming eyes. 
And calls down vengeance, vengeance from the skies 
What IS ’t to Faber ^ He stands safe and clear. 
Heaven can commence no legal action heie , 

And on his breast a mighty plate he wears, 

A plate more firm than triple biass, which bears 
The name of Privilege, ’gainst vulgai awe 
He feels no conscience, and he fears no law. 
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Whicli Vice hath not polluted, none so high, iii 
But with bold pinion she hath dared to fly, 

And builcbthere for her pleasuie , none so low 
But she hath crept into it, made it know 
And feel heir power , in couits, in camps, she reigns, 
O’er sober citizens, and simple swains , 

E’en in our temples she hath fix’d her thione. 

And ’bove God’s holy altais placed her own 
More to increase the honor of our state. 

To make her empire lasting as ’tis gieat , 120 

To m^e us, in full-grown perfection^ feel ' 

Curses which neither Art nor Time can heal , 

All shame discarded, all remains of piide. 

Meanness sits ci own’d, and triumphs by her side 
Meanness, who gleans out of the human mind 
Those few good seeds which Vice had left behind, 

Those seeds which might m time to virtue tend. 

And leaves the soul without a power to mend ; 
Meanness, at sight of whom, with biave disdain. 

The breast of Manhood swells, but swells in vain , iso 
Before whom Honour makes a forced retreat. 

And Freedom is compell’d to quit her seat , 

Meanness, which, like that^mark by bloody Cam 
Boine in his forehead for a brother slam, 

God, in his gieat and all-subduing rage. 

Ordains the standing mark of this vile age 
The venal hero trucks his fame for gold, 

The patriot’s virtue for a place is sold , 

The statesman bargains for his country’s shame. 

And, for preferment, priests their God disclaim , 140 

Worn out with lust, her day of lechery o’er. 

The mother trains the daughter whom she bore 
In her own paths , the father aids the plan, 

And, when the innocent is ripe for man, 
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Sells her to some old lecher for a ■wife, 145 

And makes her an adulteress for life , 

Or in the papers bids his name appear. 

And advertises for a L 

Husband and wife (whom Avance must applaud) 

Agiee to save the charge of .pimp and bawd , ■■so 

Those parts they play themselves, a frugal pair, 

And share the infamy, the gain to shaie , 

Well pleased to find, when they the piofits tell, 

That they have play’d the whoie and rogue so well. 

Nor are th^se thjugs (which might imply a spaik 
Of shame still left) transacted in the dark 
No — ^to the public they aie open laid. 

And earned on like any other tiade . 

Scorning to mince damnation, and too proud 

To woik the w'orks of daikness in a cloud, 160 

In fullest 'vigoui V ice maintains her sway , 

Free aie hei marts, and open at noonday 
Meanness, now wed to Impudence, no moie 
In darkness skulks, and tiembles, as of yore, 

When the light bieaks upon her con aid eye , 

Boldly she stalks on earth, and to the sky 
Lifts hei pioud head, nor fe^iis lest time abate. 

And turn her husband’s love to cankeTd hate. 

Since Fate, to make them moie sincerely one. 

Hath Clown’d their loves with Montague their son , 170 
A son so like his dam, so like his sire. 

With all the mothei’s ciaft, the fatheTs fire. 

An image so expiess in eveiy part. 

So like in a)l bad quahties of heait. 

That, had they fifty children, he alone 
Would stand as heii apparent to the throne. 

With om’ own island vices not content. 

We rob our neighbours on the Continent , 
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Dance Europe round, and yisit erery court, m 

To ape their follies, and their crimes impoit 
To different lands for different sms we roam, 

And, iichly freighted, bnng our cargo home, 

Nobly industrious to make Vice appear 
In her full state, and peifect only here 
To Holland, where politeness ever reigns. 

Where primitive sincerity lemains. 

And makes a stand , where Fieedoin in her course 
Hath left her name, though she hath lost her force 
In that as other lands , where simple Trade 
Was never in the garb^of Piaud ariay’d , i 9 o 

Wheie Avarice never dared to show his head , 

Wheie, like a smiling cherub, Meicy, led 
By Reason, blesses the sweet-blooded race. 

And Cruelty coaid never find a place , 

To Holland for that chanty we roam, 

Which happily begins and ends at home. 

France, in return for peace and power restored, 

For all those countries which the hero’s sword 

Unpiofitably purchased, idly thiown 

Into hei lap, and made once more her own , 200 

France hath affoided laige^nd rich supplies 

Of vanities full trimm’d , of polish’d lies , 

Of soothing flatteries, which through the ears 
Steal to, and melt the heart , of slavish fears 
Which break the spirit, and of abject fraud — 

For which, alas' we need not send abioad 

Spam gives us Pnde — ^which Spam to all the eaith 
May largely give, nor fear herself a dearth — 

Gives us that Jealousy, which, born of Fear 
And mean Distrust, grows not by Nature here — 210 

Gives us that Superstition, which pretends 
By the worst means to serve the best of ends — 
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That Ciueltj, ■which, stranger to the brara, 213 

Dwells only -with the coward and the slave , 

That Ciuelty, which led hci Ghristiaa hands 
With more than savage rage o’er savage lands. 

Bade her, without remoise, whole countries thin. 

And hold of nought, but Meijsy, as a sin 
Italia, nurse of every softer art. 

Who, feigning to refine, unmans the hear? , 220 

Who lays the realms of Sense and,Viitue waste , 

Who mais while she pietends to mend our taste ; 

Italia, to com| 5 iete a«d ciown our shame. 

Sends us a fiend, and Legion is Ins. name. 

The farce of greatness without being great. 

Pride without power, titles without estate, 

Souls without vigour, bodies without force. 

Hate without cause, revenge without remgrse, 

Dark, mean revenge, muidei without defence, 

Jealousy without love, sound without sense, 230 

Mirth without humour, without wit grimace, 

Faith without reason. Gospel without Grace, 

Zeal without knowledge, without natuie art. 

Men without manhood, women without heart ; 

Half-men, ■who, dry and pithless, are debarr’d 
From man’s best joys — ^no sooner made than man’d — 
Half-men, whom many a rich and noble dame. 

To seive hei lust, and yet secure her fame, 

Keeps on high diet, as we capons feed, 

To glut our appetites at last decieed , 240 

Women, who dance in postuies so obscene. 

They might awaken shame in Aretine , 

Who when, retired from the day’s piercing light. 

They celebrate the mysteries of Night, 

Might make the Muses, m a corner placed 
To view their iSonstious lusts, them Sapplio chaste , 
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These, and a thousand follies lank as these, 247 

A thousand faults, ten thousand fools, who please 
Our pall’ll and sicldj taste, ten thousand knaves, 

Who serve our foes as spies, and us as slaves. 

Who, by degrees, and unpeiceived, piepaie 
Oui necks for chains which, they aheady wear, 

Madly we enteitain, at the expense 
Of fame, of viitue, taste, and common sense 
Nor stop we heie— the soft luxuiious East, 

Wheie man, his soul degraded, from the beast 
In nothing different but in shape we view^ 

They walk on foui legs,' and he walks on two, 

Attiacts our eye , and flowing fiom that souice. 

Sms of the blackest chaiacter, sms woise 26O 

Than all her plagues, which truly to unfold. 

Would make the best blood in my veins run cold. 

And stiike all manhood dead, which but to name, 

Would call up in my cheeks the marks of shame . 

Sins, if such sms can bo, which shut out grace, 

Which for the guilty leave no hope, no place. 

E’en m God’s mercy , sins ’gainst Nature’s plan 
Possess the land at large, and man foi man 
Burns, in those fires, which Hell alone could raise 
To make him moie than damn’d , which, in the days 
Of punishment, when guilt becomes her prey, 271 

With all her tortuies she can scarce lepay 
Be grace shut out, be mercy deaf, let God 
With tenfold terrors arm that dreadful nod 
Which speaks them lost, and sentenced to despair ; 
Distending wide her jaws, let Hell prepare," 

For those who thus offend amongst mankind, 

A fire more fierce, and tortures more refined 
On earth, which groans beneath their monstious weight. 
On earth, alas ' they meet a different fate , ^280 
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And whilst the laws, false giace, false niejcj shown, 28 i 
Are taught to wear a softness not their own. 

Men, whom the beasts would spuin, ^ould th^y appear 
Amongst the honest herd, findnefuge here 
No longei by wain fear or shame controll’d, 

From long, too long, secuuty^ grown bold. 

Mocking rebuke, they biave it m our streets, 

And Lumley e’en at noon his mistress nfeets 
So public in then ciimes, so daring giown. 

They almost take a pride to have them known, 29o 
And each unaatuial villain scarce endures 
To make a seciet of his vile aniouis 
Go Avhere -we will, at every time 5,nd place, 

Sodom confionts, and stares us in the face , 

They ply in public at our veiy doors. 

And take the bread from much more hogest whores 
Those who aie mean high paramouis secure, 

And the ilch guilty scieen the guilty poor , 

The sin too proud to feel from reason awe. 

And those who practise it, too gieat for law soo 

Woman, the piide and happiness of man. 

Without whose soft endeaiments Nature’s plan 
Had been a blank, and life not woith a thought , 
Woman, by all the Loves and. Giaces taught. 

With softest arts, and sure, though hidden skill. 

To humanise, and mould us to her will , 

Woman, with more than common grace form’d here, 
With the persuasive language ot a tear 
To melt the rugged temper of our isle. 

Or win us to hei purpose with a smile , sio 

Woman, by Fate the quickest spur decreed, 

The fairest, best leward of every deed 

Which bears the stamp of honour , at whose name 

Our ancient hSroes caught a quicker flame. 
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And daied bey,ond belief, wkilst o’er tbe plain, sis 
Spurning the cai cases of pimces slam. 

Confusion pioudly strode, whilst Hoiror bleir 
The fatal trump, and Death stalk’d full m view 
Woman is o,ut of date, a thing thiown by. 

As having lost its use no paoie the eye, 320 

With female beauty caught, in wild amaze. 

Gazes entianccd, and could for evei gaze , 

No more the heart, th^t seat wheie Love lesides. 

Each breath diawn quick and short, in fullei tides 
Jjife posting through the veins, eachopiilsemn file. 

And the whole body Jingling with desne. 

Pants foi those charms, which Viitiie might engage. 

To break his vow, and thaw the fiost of Age, 

Bidding each tiembling neive, each muscle strain. 

And giving pleasure which is almost pain. sso 

Women are kept for nothing but the breed , 

Foi pleasure we must have a Ganymede, 

A fine, flesh Hylas, a delicious boy. 

To serve our purposes of beastly joy 

Fairest of nymphs, wheie eveiy nymph is fair. 

Whom Nature form’d with moie than common caie. 
With moie than common caie whom Ait impioved. 

And both declared most worthy to be loved, 

neglected wanders, whilst a eiowd 

Pursue and consecrate the steps of , S 40 

She, hapless maid, boin in a wretched hour, 

Wastes life’s gay prime in vain, like some fan flower. 
Sweet in its scent, and lively m its hue, 

Which withers on the stalk from whence it giew. 

And dies unciopp’d ; w'hilst he, admired, caiess’d, 
Beloved, and every wheie a welcome guest. 

With brutes of lank and fortune plays the whore. 

For them uunatuial lust a common sewef 
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Dme witli Apicius — at liis sumptuous ‘board 349 

Find all, the woild of dainties can afford — 

And yet (so much distempei’d spiiits pall 
The sickly appetite) amidst them all 
Apicius finds no joy, but, -whilst he carves 
For every guest, the landloid sits and starves 

The forest haunch, fine, fat, in flavouj high. 

Kept to a moment, smokes before his eye, 

But smokes in vain , his heedless eye luns o’ei 
And loathes -what he had deified befoie : 

The turtle, 0? a great and glorious size, 

Worth its o-wn weight in gold, a mighty piize seo 
For which a man of taste all risks would run, 

Itself a feast, and every dish m one , 

The turtle in luxuiious pomp comes in. 

Kept, kill’d, cut up, prepared, and dress’d by Quin , ^ 

In vain it comes, in vain hes full in new , 

As Quin hath dress’d it, he may eat it too , 

Apicius cannot When the glass goes round, 

Quick-cii cling, and the roofs with mirth resound. 

Sober he sits, and silent — all alone 
Though in a crowd, and to himself scarce known . sro 
On grief he feeds nor fiiends can cure, nor wine 
Suspend his cares, and make him cease to pine. 

Why mourns Apicius thus Why runs his eye, 
Heedless, o’ei delicates, which from the sky 
Might call down Jove ^ Where now his generous wish. 
That, to invent a new and better dish, 

The world might burn, and all mankind expire, 

So he might roast a phcenix at the fire ^ 

Why swims that eye in tears, which, through a race 
Of sixty years, ne’er show’d one sign of grace I sso 


^ ‘ Qma ’ was a great Yoluptuaiy 

20 
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Why feels that heart, which fiever felt before ssi 

Why doth that pamper’d glutton eat no more, 

Who only hved to eat, his stomach pall’d, 

And drown’d in floods of soirow ^ Hath Fate call’d 
His father from the giave to second life 1 
Hath Clodiiis on his hands return’d his wife ^ 

Or hath the law^hy strictest justice taught, 

Compell’d him to restore the dow’r she brought ^ 

Hath some bold creditor, against his will, 

Bi ought in, and foiced him to discharge, a biU, 390 
Whereroating had no shaie Hath seme vain wench 
Run out his wealth, and forced him to retrench ^ 

Hath any rival glutton got the start, 

And beat him in his own luxurious art — 

Bought cates for which Apicius could not pay. 

Or diess’d old dainties in a newer wayl 
Hath his cook, worthy to be flam with lods, 

Spoil’d a dish fit to entertain the gods 1 
Or hath some varlet, cross’d by cruel Fate, 

Thrown down the price of empires in a plate ^ 400 

None, none of these — ^his seivants all are tried 
So sure, they walk on ice, and never slide ; 

His cook, an acquisition mMe in Fiance, 

Might put a Chloe ^ out of countenance ; 

Nor, though old HoUes still mam tains his stand. 

Hath he one rival glutton in the land. 

Women are all the objects of his hate , 

His debts are aU unpaid, and yet his state 
In fall security and tiiumph held. 

Unless for once a knave should be expell’d ^ 410 

His wife IS still a whore, and m his power. 

The woman gone, he still retams the dower ; 

^ ‘ CWoe ’ M. St Clouet, or Chloe, cook to Holies, of Newcastle 
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Sound in tlie glare (thanks' to his filial caie 413 

Which mix’d the draught, and kindlj sent him theie) 
His father sleeps, and, till the bst tfump shake 
The corners of the eaith, shall not a^ake 

Whence flows this soiiow, then '*■ Behind his chair. 
Didst thou not see, deck’d with a solitaire. 

Which on his baie breast glittering plaj^d, and graced 
With nicest ornaments, a stripling placed, 420 

A smooth, smug stripling, m life’s fairest prime 1 
Didst thou not mind, too, how from time to time. 

The monstrous lecher, tempted to despise 
All other dam ties, thither turn’d his eyes 1 
How he seem’d inly to leproach us all. 

Who strove his fix’d attention to recall, 

And how he wish’d, e’en at the time of grace, 

Like Janus, to have had a double face ^ 

His cause of giief behold m that fair boy, 

Apicius dotes, and Corydon is coy, 4 so 

Vain and unthinking stripling ' when the glass 
Meets thy too cuiious. eye, and, as you pass, 

Flattering, presents m smiles thy image there. 

Why dost thou bless the gods, who made thee fair * 
Blame their large bounties, and with reason blame , 
Curse, curse thy beauty, for it leads to shame , 

When thy hot lord, to woik thee to his end. 

Bids showers of gold into thy breast descend. 

Suspect his gifts, nor the vile giver trust ; 

They ’re baits for virtue, and smell strong of lust 440 
On those gay, gaudy trappings, which adorn 
The temple of thy body, look with scorn , 

View them with horror; they pollution mean. 

And deepest imn thou hast often seen 
From ’mongst the herd, the fairest and the best 
Carefully singled out, and richly dress’d, 
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With giandeurfmock’d, for sacrifice decieed, 

Only in greater pomp at last to bleed 
Be warn’d nn time, the threaten’d danger shun, 

To stay a moment is to be undone 
What though, temptation pi oof, thy viitue shine. 
Nor bribes can move, nor a>ts can undeimine 
All other methc^ds failing, one lesouice 
Is still behind, and thou must yield to force 
Paint to thyself the hoirors of a rape. 

Most stiongly paint, and, while thou canst, escape 
Mind not his promises — ^they ’re made in Sport — 
Made to be bioke — ^was he not hied at court 
Trust not his honour, be ’s a man of birth 
Attend not to his oaths — they ’re made on earth. 
Not registei’d in heaven — ^he mocks at Grace, 
And m his creed God never found a place , 

Look not foi Conscience — ^for he knows her not. 
So long a sti anger, she is quite forgot , 

Nor think thyself in law secure and firm. 

Thy master is a loid, and thou a worm, 

A poor mean reptile, never meant to think. 

Who, being well supplied with meat and diink, 
And suffer’d just to crawLfiom place to place. 
Must serve his lusts, and think he does thee giace 
Fly then, whilst yet ’tis in thy power to fly ; 
But whither canst thou go ^ on whom rely 
For wish’d protection Virtue ’s sure to meet 
An aimed host of foes in every street. 

What boots it, of Apicius fearful grown, 

Headlong to fly into the aims of Stone 
Or why take refuge m the house of piayer 
If sure to meet with an Apicius there ^ 

Trust not old age, which will thy faith betray. 
Saint Socrates is still a goat, though gray 



THE TIMES. 


405 


Trust not green youth , Flono 'will scaice go dawn, 4si 
And, at eighteen, hath surfeited the town 
Trust not to rakes — alas ’ ’tis^all prStence — ' 

They take up laking only as a fence 

’Gainst common fame — place H m thywiew. 

He keeps one whore, as.Ban’owby kept two 

Tiust not to mariiage — T took a lyfe, 

Who chaste as Dian might have pass’d her life, 

Had she not, far moie prudent la her aim, 

(To propagate the honouis of his name, 490 

And save ex|liring titles) taken care. 

Without his knowledge, to piovaj* an heii : 

Tiust not to mariiage, in mankind unread , 

S ^"s a mariied man, and S new wed. 

Wouldst thou be safe ^ Society forswear. 

Fly to the desert, and seek shelter ther5 , 

Herd with the biutes — they follow Nature’s plan — 
There’s not one biute so dangeioiis as man 
In Afiic’s wilds — ^’mongst them that refuge find 
Which Lust denies thee heie among mankind soo 

Renounce thy name, thy natuie, and no more 
Pique thy vain pride on Manhood on aU four 
Walk, as you see those honest cieatures do. 

And quite forget that once you walk’d on two 

But, if the thoughts of solitude alarm. 

And social life hath one remaining charm , 

If still thou ait to jeopardy decieed 
Amongst the monsteis of Augusta’s^ breed. 

Lay by thy sex, thy safety to procure ; 

Put off the man, from men to hve secure , sio 

Go forth a woman to the pubhc view, 

And with their garb assume their manners too 


* ‘■Augusta ’ London 
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Had the light-footed Greek* of Chiron’s school 513 
Been wise enough to keep this single lule, 

The maudlin hero, like a jiuling boy 
Rgbb’d ot his plaything, on the plains of Troy 
Had never blubber’d at Patroclus’ tomb. 

And placed his mmion in ks mistress’ room 
Be not in this t]ian catamites more nice, 

Do that for viitue, which they do for nee 520 

Thus shalt thou pass untainted life’s gay bloom, 

Thus stand uncourted in the drawing-room , 

At midnight thus, untempted, walk <the stfeet, 

And run no danger but of being beat 

Where is the mother, whose officious zeal, 

Disci eetly judging what her daughters feel 
By what she felt heiself in days of yore. 

Against that leCher man makes fast the door ^ 

Who not permits, e’en for the sake of prayer^, 

A priest, uncastrated, to enter theie, 530 

Nor (could her wishes, hud her care prevail) 

Would suffei m the house a fly that’s male 
Let her discharge her cares, throw wide hei doors. 

Her daughters cannot, if they would, be uhoies , 

Nor can a man be found, as times now go. 

Who thinks it woith his while to make them so 

Though they more fiesh, more lively than the morn, 
And brighter than the noonday sun, adoin 
The works of Nature ; though the mothei’s giace 
Revives, improved, in every daughter’s face, 64 o 

Undisciplined in dull Discretion’s rules, 

Untaught and undehauch’d by boai ding-schools. 

Free and unguarded let them range the tovnn. 

Go foith at random, and run Pleasure down, 

’ ‘ Light-footed Greek ’ Achilles, who was left at ScyCs, diessed in female 
attue 
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Start where she will , discard all taint of fear, , ^ 545 

Nor think of danger, when no danger ’s near 
Watch not their steps — they ’re saffe without* thy care, 
Unless, like jennets, they conceive by air. 

And every one of them may die a nnn, 550 

Unless they breed, like cainon, in the sun 
Men, dead to pleasure, as they’ie deac^to grace. 

Against the law of Nature set their face. 

The gland primeval law, and seem combined 
To stop the propagation of mankind , 

Vile pathics^read the Mariiage Act with piide. 

And fancy that the law is on their side 

Broke down, and stiength a stranger to his bed. 

Old L 1, though yet alive, is dead , 

T lives no more, or lives not to our isle , 

No longer bless’d with a Cz ’s ® srmle ; sso 

T IS at P ® disgiaced. 

And M giown gray, perforce glows chaste , 

Nor to the ciedit of our modest race. 

Rises one stallion to supply their place 
A maidenhead, which, twenty years ago, 

In mid December the rank fly would blow. 

Though closely kept, now, when the Dog-star’s heat 
Inflames the manow, in the very stieet 
May lie untouch’d, left for the worms, by those 
Who daintily pass by, and hold then nose , m 

Poor, plain Concupiscence is in disgrace. 

And simple Lecheiy dares not show her face, 

Lest she be sent to bridewell , banknipts made. 

To save their fortunes, bawds leave off their trade, 
Which first had left oflf them ; to Wellclose Square 
Pine, fresh, young stiumpets (for Dodd ^ preaches there) 

1 i 1 Li^iuer — 2 ^02 ’g » 0 /arma’s — ^ ‘ ’ Pefceisburg 

— ^ ‘Bodd ’ the Eev Dr ‘William Dodd, the unfortunate diuiie, afterwcudb 
iias!^ed for forgeiy See Boswell 
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Throng for subsistence ; pimps no longer thrive, err 
And pensions only keep L alive 

Where is the mother, who thinks all her pain, 

And all her jeopardy of ti avail, gam 
When a mai>-child is bom , thinks every prayer 
Paid to the full, and answer’d, in an heir 
Short-sighted wQman i little doth she kn^w 
What streams of soirow fiom that source may flow 
Little suspect, while she surveys her boy, 

Her young Narcissus, with an eye of joy 
TPoo fuU for continence, that Fate could gife 
Her darling as a cuise»i that she may live, 

Ere sixteen winters their short course have lun. 

In agonies of soul, to cuise that son 590 

Pray then for daughters, ye wise mothers, pray , 
They shall reward your love, nor make ye gray 
Before your time with sorrow ; they shall giv^ 

Ages of peace, and comfort , whilst ye live 
Make life most truly worth your care, and save. 

In spite of death, your memories from the grave 

That sense with more than manly vigour fi aught, 
That fortitude of soul, that stretch of thought. 

That genius, great beyond the nairow bound 
Of earth’s low walk, that judgment perfect found eoo 
When wanted most, that purity of taste. 

Which critics mention by the name of chaste , 

Adorn’d with elegance, that easy flow 
Of ready wit, which never made a foe , 

That face, that form, that dignity, that ease. 

Those powers of pleasmg, with that will to please. 

By which Lepel,^ when in her youthful days. 

E’en from the currish Pope extoited piaise, 

1 ‘Lepel ’ Mary, daughter of Biigadier-General Le mainedml720 
to John Lord Her\ey 
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We see, transmitted, m her 'daughter shme, 609 

And Tiev a new Lepel in Oaiolme ^ 

Is a son born into this world of w^e ^ 

In never-ceasing streams let soiiow flow , 

Be fiom that hour the house with sables hung. 

Let lamentations dwell upon thy tongue ; 

E’en from the moment that he first beg^n 
To wail and whine, let him not see a man , 

Lock, lock him up, far fiom the public eye ; 

Give him no opportunity to buy, 

Or to be bou^t , B , though lich, was sold. 

And gave his body up to shame fiw gold. esc 

Let it be bruited all about the town, 

That he is coarse, indelicate, and brown, 

An antidote to lust , his face deep scarr’d 
With the small-pox, his body maim’d and mari’d , 

Ate up with the king’s evil, and his blood 
Tainted throughout, a thick and putiid flood, 

Where dwells Coiiuption, making him all o’er, 

From head to foot, a lank anLiunnmg sore. 

Shouldst thou report him, as Natuie made. 

He IS undone, and by thy praise betray’d ; eso 

Give him out fair, lechers, in number moie, 

More brutal and moie fieice, than thiong’d the door 
Of Lot in Sodom, shah, to tlune lepair. 

And foice a passage, though a God is there 
Let him not have one seivant that is male , 

Where lords are baflled, servants oft pievail 
Some vices they propose to all agree , 

H was ^ilty, but was M free 1 

Give him no tutor — throw him to a punk. 

Rather than trust his morals to a monk — uo 

1 ‘Caroline ’ Laiy Caiolme Hervey was the joungest daughter of John 
Loi^Heivey 
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Monks we all know — we, wto have lived at home, 64i 
From fair leport, and tiavelleis, who loam, 

More feelfagly ; — ^ifor tiust him to the gown, 

’Xis oft a coveiing in this vile town 
For base designs ourselves have hved to see 
More than one parson in the piUoiy 
Should he have^brotheis, (image to thy view 
A scene, which, though not public made, is true) 

Let not one brother be to t’ other known, 

Mor lot his father sit with him alone 650 

©e alkhis seivants female, young aifd fan . 

And if the piide of Matme spur thy heir 
To deeds of venery, if, hot and wild, 

He chance to get some score of maids with child. 

Chide, but forgive him , whoredom is a crime 
Which, more af this than any other time. 

Calls foi indulgence, and, ’mongst such a race. 

To have a bastard is some sign of grace 

Born in such times, should I sit tamely down. 
Suppress my rage, and saunter through the town 660 
As one who knew not, or who shared these crimes '*■ 
Should I at lesser evils point my rhymes. 

And let this giant sin, in 4he full eye 
Of observation, pass unwounded by 
Though our meek wives, passive obedience taught, 
Patiently bear those wrongs, for which they ought. 

With the biave spirit of their dams possess’d, 

To plant a dagger in each husband’s breast. 

To cut off male increase from this fair isle^, 

And tuin our Thames into another Nile , 67o 

Though, on his Sunday, the smug pulpiteer. 

Loud ’gainst all other crimes, is sdent here, 

And thinks himself absolved, in the prej;pnce 
Of decency, which, meant for the defence 
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Of real virtue, and to raise' lier price, 675 

Becomes an agent for the cause of vice ; 

Though the law sleeps, and thiough’ the care’they take 
To drug her well, may never moie awake , 

Born in such times, nor with that patience cursed 
Which saints may hoast of,»I must speak or burst bso 
But if, too eager in my hold career. 

Haply I wound the nice, and chaster ear , 

If, all unguarded, all too rude, L speak. 

And call up blushes m the maiden’s cheek, 

Forgive, ye ftiir — my real motives view, 

And to forgiveness add your praises too 
For you I write — ^nor wish a better plan. 

The cause of woman is most worthy man — 

For you I still will wiite, nor hold my hand 
Whilst there ’s one slave of Sodom m''the land 690 
Let thgm fly far, and skulk from place to place, 

Hot daring to meet manhood face to face. 

Their steps I’ll track, nor yield them one letreat 
Where they may hide their heads, or lest their feet, 

TiU God, m wrath, shall let his vengeance fall. 

And make a great example of them aU, 

Bidding in one grand pile this town expire. 

Her towers in dust, her Thames a lake of fire , 

Or they (most worth our wish) convinced, though late, 
Of their past crimes, and dangerous estate, 700 

Paidon of women with repentance buy. 

And learn to honour them, as much as I. 
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mDEPENDENCE 

Happy the bard (though few such bards we find) 

Who, ’bove contiolnaent, dares to speak his mmd , 
Dares, unabash’ij, m eveiy place appeal. 

And nothing fears, but what he ought to fear 
Him Fashion cannot te^npt, him abject Need 
Cannot compel, him Pride cannot mislead 
To be the slave of Gieatness, to stiibe sail' 

When, sweeping onwasd with her peacock’s tail, 

Quality in full plumage passes by , 

He views hei with a fix’d, contemptuous eye, lo 

And mocks the puppet, keeps his own due state, 

And IS above coilversing with the great. 

Perish those slaves, those minions of the qiyll. 

Who have conspired to seize that sacred hdl 
Where the Nine Sisters pour a genuine strain. 

And sunk the mountain level with the plain , 

Who, with mean, private views, and seivile art. 

No spark of virtue hving in then heait. 

Have basely turn’d apostates ; have debased 

Their dignity of ofiice , have disgraced, 20 

Like Eh’s sons, the altars where they stand. 

And caused their name to stink through all the land , 
Have stoop’d to prostitute their venal pen 
For the support of great, but guilty men ; 

Have made the bard, of their own vile accord, 

Inferior to that thing we call a lord 

What is a lord Doth that plain simple word 
Contain some magic spell ^ As soon as heard, 

Like an alarum bell on Night’s dull ear, 

Doth It strike louder, and more strong appear 


30 
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Than other words ^ "Whether we will op no, si 

Through Reason’s court doth it unquestion’d go 
E’en on the mention, and of course tiansmit 
Notions of something excellent , of wit 
Pleasing, though keen , of humour free, though chaste , 

Of sterling genius, with sound judgment graced , 

Of Tiitue far above temptation’s leach. 

And honour, which not mahce can impeach 1 
Believe it not — ^’twas Nature’s fisst intent. 

Before their rank became their punishment, 40 

They should have pass’d for men, nor blush’d to prize 
The blessings she bestow’d , she ^ave them eyes. 

And they could see , she gave them ears — they heaid , 
The instruments of stirring, and they stirr’d , 

Like us, they were design’d to eat, to drink, 

To talk, and (every now and then) to tnmk. 

Till they, Jby Pride coiiupted, for the sake 
Of singulaiity, disclaim’d that make , 

Till they, disdaining Nature’s vulgar mode. 

Flew off, and struck into another road, 50 

More fitting Quahty, and to our view 
Came forth a species altogether new. 

Something we had not known, and could not know. 

Like nothing of God’s making here below ; 

Nature exclaim’d with wonder — ‘ Lords aie things. 

Which, never made by me, weie made by kings’ 

A lord (nor let the honest and the brave. 

The tiue old noble, with the fool and knave 
Here mix his fame , cursed be that thought of mine. 

Which with a B and P ^ should Grafton ® join), 

A lord (nor here let Censuie rashly call 6i 

My just contempt of some, abuse of all, 

1 > Butfe— = ‘F ’ Fox—® ‘Grafton ’ see Jumns, passim 
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Aad, as. of late; when Sodom was my theme, 63 

Slander my purpose, and my Muse blaspheme. 

Because she stops nht, rapid in her song, 

To make exceptions as she goes along. 

Though well she hopes to find, another year, 

A whole minority exceptions here), 

A meie, mere Igrd, with nothing but the name. 

Wealth all his worth, and title all his fame, iro 

Lives on another man, iimself a blank. 

Thankless he lives, or must some grandsire thank 
Por smuggled honours, and ill-gotter? pelf f 
A bard owes all to Nature, and himself 

Gods ' how my soul is burnt up with disdain. 

When I see men, whom Phoebus in his train 
Might view with pride, lackey the heels of those 
Whom Genius rtoks among her greatest foes i 
And what ’s the cause Why, these same sons of Scorn, 
No thanks to them, were to a title born, so 

And could not help it ; by chance hither sent, 

And only deities by accident. 

Had Fortune on our getting chanced to shine, 

Their birthright honours had been yours or mine. 

’Twas a mere random stroke ; and should the Throne 
Eye thee with favour, proud and lordly grown. 

Thou, though a bard, might’st be their fellow yet 
But Fehx nevei can be made a wit. 

No, in good faith — ^that’s one of those few things 
Which Fate hath placed beyond the reach of kings : so 
Bards may be lords, but ’tis not m the cards. 

Play how we will, to turn lords mto bards 

A bard ’ — a lord ’ — why, let them, hand in hand. 

Go forth as friends, and travel through the land , 
Observe which word the people can digest 
Most readily, which goes to market best, 
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Which gets most credit, whether men will trust sr 
A bard, because they think he may be just, 

Oi on a lord will chose to risk their ^ains. 

Though priYilege in that point 'still remains 
A bard ' — a lord ' — ^let Reason take her scales. 

And fairly weigh those worifc, see which prevails, 

Which in the balance lightly kicks the beam, 

And which, by sinking, we the victor deem 
’Tis done, and Hermes, by con;mand of Jove, 
Summons a synod in the sacred grove, 

Gods throng with gads to take their chairs on hi^i, 

And sit in state, the senate of the. sky, 

Whilst, in a kind of parliament below. 

Men stare at those above, and want to know no 

What they he transacting Reason takes her stand 
Just in the midst, a balance m her ha 38 . 

Which o’er and o’er she tiies, and finds it true : 

From either side, conducted full in view, 

A man comes foith, of figure strange and queer , 

We now and then see something like them here 
The first ^ was meagre, flimsy, void of strength, 

But Nature kindly had made up in length 
What she in breadth denied , erect and proud, 

A head and shouldeis taller than the crowd, 120 

He deem’d them pigmies all , loose hung his skin 
O’er his bare bones , his face so very thin. 

So very narrow, and so much beat out. 

That physiognomists have made a doubt. 

Proportion lost, expression quite forgot. 

Whether it could be call’d a face or not ; 

At end of it, howe’er, unbless’d with beard. 

Some twenty fathom length of chin appear’d , 


^ ‘Piibt ’ Lyttelton. 
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With legs, whieh -we might "frell conceive that Fate 129 
Meant only to support a spider’s weight, 

Firmly he^strove tcf tread, and with a stride, 

Which show’d at once his weakness and his pride, 
Shaking himself to pieces, seem’d to cry, 

‘ Observe, good people, how I shake the sky ’ 

In his right ly^and a papei did he hold, 

On which, at large, in characteis of gold. 

Distinct, and plain for.. those who lun to see, 

Saint Archibald^ had Mrote L, 0, E, B 

This, with an air of scoin, he fiom afai 

Twill’d into Reason’s., scales, and on that bar, 140 

Which fiom his soul he hated, yet admired. 

Quick turn’d his back, and, as he came, letired 
The judge to all aiound his name declared , 

Each goddess tfiter’d, each god laugh’d, Jove stared. 
And the whole people ciied, with one accor^ 

‘ Good Heaven bless us all, is that a Lord'’ 

Such was the first — the second ^ was a man 
Whom Natuie built on quite a different plan , 

A bear, whom, fiom the moment he was born. 

His dam despised, and left unhck’d in scorn , i5o 

A Babel, which, the power of Art outdone. 

She could not finish when she had begun , 

An utter Chaos, out of which no might. 

But that of God, could strike one spark of light 

Bioad weie his shoulders, and from blade to blade 

A H might at full length have laid ; 

Vast weie his bones, his muscles twisted strong , 

His face was shoit, but bioader than ’twas'long ; 

His featmes, though by Nature they were laige. 
Contentment had contrived to overcharge, leo 

^ ‘ Archibald ’ Archibald Bow er, the infamous author of ‘ Lives of the Popes,’ 
pationised at first by Lyttelton, but detected and exposed by Dr Douglas — 
* ‘Second ’ Chiu chill himself 



INBEPENBEITCB 


•417 


And biiry meaning, save tliat we might ^py ibi 

Sense lowering on the penthouse of his eye ; 

His aims were two twin oaks his less so stout 
That they might bear a Mansion-house about , 

Nor were they, look but at his body theie. 

Design’d by Fate a much l^ss weight to beai 

O’er a blown cassock, which had onae been black, 
"Which hung in tatteis on his brawny back, 

A sight most strange, and awku'ard to behold, 

He thiew a covering of blue and gold. lyo 

Just at that lime (ff life, when man, by rule. 

The fop laid down, takes up th$*giaver fool. 

He staited up a fop, and, fond of show. 

Look’d like another Hercules turn’d beau, 

A subject met with only now and then. 

Much fitter for the pencil than the pen , 

Hogarth would draw him (Envy must allow) 

E’en to the life, was Hogarth ^ living now 
"With such accoutrements, with such a form, 

Much like a porpoise just before a storm, iso 

Onward he i oil’d , a laugh prevail’d around , 

E’en Jove was seen to simper , at the sound 
(Nor was the cause unknown, for fiom his youth 
Himself he studied by the glass of Tiuth) 

He joined their mirth , nor shall the gods condemn, 

If, whilst they laugh at him, he laugh’d at them 
Judge Reason view’d him with an eye of grace, 

Look’d through his soul, and quite forgot his face. 

And, from bis hand leceived, with fair regard 
Placed in her other scale the name of Bard iso 

Then, (for she did as judges ought to do. 

She nothing of the case beforehand knew, 

1 ‘Hogaith ’ Here satirically represented as dead, lived fonr weeks after 
thisipoein was published, and died nine days before Churchill 

2 D 
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Nor wisli’d to blow , she never stretch’d the laws, 193 
Nor, basely to anticipate a cause, 

Compell’d lohcitoi 8 , no longei fiee, 

To^show those briefs she had no light to see) 

Then she with equal hand her scales held out. 

Nor did the cause one moment hang in doubt , 

She held her scales out fair to public view, 

The Lord, as spaiks fly upwaids, upwaids flew, 200 
Moie light than an, de(Jeitful in the weight , 

The Bald, preponderating, kept his state , 
fteason*- approved, and with a voice, Miose 'sound 
Shook earth, shook heayen, on the clearest ground 
Pronouncing for the Bards a full deciee. 

Cried — ‘ Those must honoui them, who honour me , 
They from this present day, wheie’ei I leign. 

In their own right, piecedence shall obtain , 

Meat lules heie be it enough that Birth 
Intoxicates, and sways the fools of earth ’ 210 

Nor think that here, m hatred to a loid, 

I’ve foiged a tale, or altei’d a record , 

Seaich when you wiU, (I am not now in spoit) 

You’ll find it register’d in Reason’s couit 

Noi think that Envy here hath stiung my l}ie, 

That I depreciate what I most admire. 

And look on titles with an eye of scoin, 

Because I was not to a title born 

By Him that made me, I am much more proud, 

More inly satisfied to have a ciowd 220 

Point at me as I pass, and cry — ‘ That ’s hg — 

A poor but honest bard, who dares be fiee 
Amidst corruption,’ than to have a tram 
Of flickeiing levee slaves, to make me vain 
Of things I ought to blush for , to run, fly. 

And live but in the motion of my eye ; 
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’^hen I am less tlian man/ my faults to->adore, 227 
And make me think that I am something more. 

Recall past times, bung back the* days of Old. 

When the gieat noble bore his honouis bold, 

And in the face of peril, when he dared 
Things which his legal bastard, if declared, 

•Might well discredit ; faithful to his tr^jst. 

In the extremest points of justice, just. 

Well knowing all, and lo?ed by all he knew. 

True to his king, and to his country true , 

Honest at court, above the baits of gam, 

Plain m his diess, and m his maMeis plain , 

Model ate in wealth, generous, but not profuse, 

Well woithy riches, for he knew their use , 240 

Possessing much, and yet deserving moie. 

Deserving those high honours which he wore 
With ease^to all, and in return gain’d fame 
Which all men paid, because he did not claim 
When the grim war was placed in dread array. 

Fierce as the lion roaring for his prey. 

Or lioness of royal whelps foredone , 

In peace, as mild as the departing sun, 

A general blessing wheresoe’er he turn’d. 

Patron of learning, nor himself unlearn’d , 250 

Ever awake at Pity’s tender call, 

A father of the poor, a friend to all , 

Recall such times, and fiom the giave bring back 
A worth like this, my heait shall bend, or crack. 

My stubborn pride give way, my tongue proclaim. 

And every Muse conspue to swell his fame, 

Till Envy shall to him that praise allow 
Which she cannot deny to Temple now 

This justice claims, nor shall the bard forget. 
Delighted with the task, to pay that debt, 260 
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To paj^ it like at* man, and m liis lajs, 26 i 

Sounding suck ’worth, prove his o'wn light to praise 
But let notr pride and prejudice misdeem. 

And think that empty titles aie my theme ; 

Titles, -with me, aie vain, and nothing worth , 

I reverence viitue, but I laugh at biith 
Give me a lord tjiat's honest, fiank, and brave, 

I am his ft lend, but cannot be his slave , 

Though none, indeed, bat blockheads would pretend 
To make a slave, where they may make a fiiend ; 270 

I dove his virtues, and will make them knofrn. 

Confess his rank, but (xm’t forget my own 
Give me a lord, who, to a title hoin. 

Boasts nothing else, I ’ll pay him scorn with scorn. 

What ' shall my ^ide (and pride is virtue here) 

Tamely make way if such a wietch appear "2 
Shall I uncover’d stand, and bend my knee 
To such a shadow of nobility, 

A shred, a lemnant ^ he might rot unknown 

For any real meiit of his own, 2so 

And never had come foith to public note 

Had he not worn, by chance, his father’s coat 

To think a M worth my least regaids. 

Is treason to the majesty of baids 

By Nature form’d (when, foi her honour’s sake. 

She something more than common strove to make. 
When, overlooking each minute defect. 

And all too eager to be quite coriect. 

In her full heat and vigour she impress’d 

Her stamp most strongly on the favour’d bieast) 290 

The bard, (nor think too lightly that I mean 

Those little, piddling witlings, who o’erween 

Of their small parts, the Murphys of the sp^ge, 

The Masons and the Whiteheads of the age, 

’ ‘ M ’ Melcombe 
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Who all m laptuies their own woihs lehearse, 295 
And drawl out measured piose, which they call verse) 
The leal baid, whom native genius "fires, 

Whom every maid of Castaly inspires, 

Let him consider wherefore he was meant, ^ 

Let him but answei Nature's gieat intent, soo 

And faiily weigh himself with other m^n. 

Would ne’er debase the gloiies of his pen, 

Would in full state, like a true monarch, live. 

Nor bate one inch of his prerogative 

MethinksT see ©Id Wingate^ fi owning heie, 

(Wingate may in the season be a peei. 

Though now, against his will, of figmes sick. 

He 's forced to diet on arithmetic. 

E’en whilst he envies every Jew he meets, 

Who cues old clothes to sell about the stieets) sio 
Methinka (his mind with future honours big. 

His Tyburn bob turn’d to a dress’d bag wig) 

I hear him cry — ‘ What doth this jargon mean 
Was ever such a damn’d dull blockhead seen ^ 

Majesty ' — Bard > — ^Preiogative ' — Disdain 
Hath got into, and turn’d the fellow’s brain 
To Bethlem with him — ^give him whips and stiaw — 

I ’m very sensible he ’s mad in law 
A saucy groom, who tiades in reason, thus 
To set himself upon a pai with us , S20 

If this here ’s suffered, and if that there fool. 

May, when he pleases, send us all to school. 

Why, then our only business is outright 
To take oui caps, and bid the world good night 
I ’ve kept a bard myself this twenty years. 

But nothing of this kind in him appears , 

^ ‘ Wingate puise-proud upstarts of the day are here designated hy 
the generic name of Wmgate, an eminent arithmetician, who lived early m the 
sdtienteenth century. 
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He, li]5.e thorOTgh tnie-bred spaniel, licks 327 

The hand which cuffs hina, and the foot which kicks , 

He fetches'’and he cairies,_^blacks my shoes, 

Nor thinks it a discredit to his Muse , 

A creature of the light chameleon hue. 

He wears my colouis, yellow^ or tiue blue, 

Just as I wear them ’tis all one to him 
Whethei I change through conscience, or through whim 
Now this IS something like , on such a plan 
A bald may find a fiiend in a great man , 

But thift pi oud coxcomb — zounds, I tSiougM that all 
Of this queer tribe hadjbeen like my old Paul ’ ^ 

Injuiious thought > accuised be the tongue 
On which the Tile insinuation hung, S40 

The heait where 'Jwas engendei’d , cursed be those. 
Those balds, who not themselves alone expose, 

But me, but all, and make the very name 
By which they ’re call’d a standing mark of shame 

Talk not of custom — ’tis the coward’s plea, 

Current Mith fools, but passes not with me , 

An old stale tuck, which Guilt hath often tiled 
By numbeis to o’erpower the bettei side 
Why tell me then that from the biith of Rhyme, 

No matter when, down to the present time, ssc 

As by the onginal deciee of Fate, 

Bards have protection sought amongst the great , 
Conscious of weakness, have applied to them 
As Tines to elms, and, twining lound their stem, 
Plounsh’d on high , to gain this wish’d suppprt 
E’en Virgil to Maecenas paid his court ^ 

As to the custom, ’tis a point agreed. 

But ’twas a foolish diffidence, not need, 

^ ‘ Old Paul ’ Paul Whitebead, a contemptible sycophant as well as -piofli- 
gate 
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l\'om whicli it rose ; had 'hards but truly knowu ssa 
ITiat stiengtb, which is most pioperly tlteir own; 
Without a loid, unpiopp’d they m^ht have, stood 
And orei topp’d those giants ’of the wood 

But why, when present times my caie engage, 

Must I go back to the Augustan age ^ 

Why, anxious for the living, am I led 
Into the mansions of the ancient dead ^ 

Can they find patrons nowhere^ but at Rome, 

And must I seek Msecenas in the tomb ? 

Name but Wingate, twenty fools of note 

Start up, and fiom lepoit Maecenas quote ; 370 

Undei ins colours lords are pi dud to fight, 

Forgetting that Mmcenas was a knight 
They mention him, as if to use his name 
Was, in some measure, to partake lus fame. 

Though Virgil, was he living, in the street 
Might rot for them, or peiish in the Fleet 
See how they ledden, and the charge disclaim — 

Virgd, and m the Fleet ’ — foibid it. Shame ' 

Hence, ye vain boasters ' to the Fleet repair. 

And ask, with blushes ask, if Lloyd is there f sso 

Patrons in days of yore were men of sense, 

Weie men of taste, and had a fair pretence 
To rule in letters — some of them weie heard 
To read off-hand, and never spell a woid , 

Some of them, too, to such a monstrous height 
Was learning lisen, for themselves could write. 

And kept their secretaiies, as the great 
Do many"' other foolish things, for state. 

Our patrons are of quite a different stiain. 

With neither sense nor taste ; against the gram sso 
They patronise for Fashion’s sake — ^no more 
And keep a bard, just as they keep a uhore 
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Melcombe {on sucb occasions I am loth 393 

To name the dead) was a raie pi oof of both 
Some of them would be puzzled e’en to lead, 

Noi could deserve their cleigy by their creed , 

Others can write, but such a Pagan hand, 

A Willes ^ should always at ojir elbow stand 
Many, if begg’d, a Chancelloi,^ of right, 

Would order into lieeping at fiist sight 400 

Those who stand fauest 1^.0 the public view 
Take to themselves the praise to others due, 

They 10b the very spital, and make free 
With those, alas* who’ve least to spare We see 

hath not had a word to say. 

Since winds and waves boic Singlespeech ® away 

Patrons, in days of yore, like patrons now, 

Expected that the bard should make his bow 

At coming in, and every now and then 

Hint to the world that they were moie than men , 410 

But, like the patrons of the present day. 

They never bilk’d the poet of his pay 
Virgil loved rural ease, and, far from harm, 

Maecenas fix’d him in a neat, snug farm, 

Wheie he might, free from tiouble, pass his days 
In his own way, and pay his rent in praise 
Horace loved wine, and, through his friend at court. 
Could buy it off the quay in eveiy port . 

Horace loved miith, Maecenas loved it too ; 

They met, they laugh’d, as Goy ^ and I may do, 420 

^ ‘ Willes ’ Dr Edwaid Willes, Bishop of Bath and Wells —s ^Chancellor 
the Loid High Chancelloi is mtiusted with the custody of all idiots and luna- 
tics — ® ^ Singlespeech ’ the Right Honourahle William Geuaid Hamilton 
See Boswell, who desciibes him as a man of gieat talent , otheis have ascubed 
Ins single speech to the aid of Bmke — ^ ^ Goy ’ M Bieue Goy, a Fxenchman 
of bnlhant accomplishments 
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Nor m those moments paid” the least ieg|.rd 421 

To which was minister, and which was baid 
Not so our patrons — ^grave as giawe can be» 

They know themselyes, they kfeep up dignity , 

Balds aie a forw'ard race, noi is it fit 
That men of fortune lank wjth men of wit 
Wit, if familiar made, will find her strength — 

’Tis best to keep her weak, and at arm s length. 

Tis well enough for bards, if patrons give, 

From hand to mouth, the scanty means to hre 430 
Such IS their Jangu^e, and then practice such , 

They promise little, and they givQ not much 
Let the weak bard, with prostituted strain, 

Piaise that proud Scot whom all good men disdain , 
What ’s his lewaid ^ Why, his own fame undone, 

He may obtain a patent for the lun 
Of his lord’s kitchen, and have ample time, 

With offal fed, to court the cook in rhyme , 

Oi (if he strives true patiiots to disgrace) 

May at the second table get a place ; 440 

With somewhat greater slaves allow’d to dine. 

And play at crambo o’er his gill of wine 
And aie there bards, who, on creations file, 

Stand rank’d as men, who breathe in this fair isle 
The ail of freedom, with so httle gall. 

So low a spurt, prostrate thus to fall 

Before these idols, and without a gioan 

Bear wiongs might call forth murmurs from a stone ^ 

Better, and much more noble, to abjure 

The sight of men, and m some cave, secure 450 

From all the outiages of Pride, to feast 

On Nature’s salads, and be free at least 

Better, (thougli that, to say the truth, is worse 

Than'almost any other modern curse) 
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Discard all sense, divorce the thankless Muse, 465 

Critics' commence, and write in, the Reviews , 

Wiite without tremer, Griffiths^ cannot lead , 

No fool can fail, where Langhorne can succeed 

Rut (not to make a brave and honest pride 
Tiy those means first, she m^iist disdain when tiied) 4oo 
There are a thousand ways, a thousand aits. 

By which, and faiily, men of leal parts 
May gain a living, gain;what Natuie craves , 

Let those, who pine for moie, live, and be slaves 
Q.ur real wants in a small compass lip. 

But lawless appetite, "vyith eager eye, 

Kept in a constant feveV, more lequiies. 

And we are burnt up with our own desiies 
Hence oui dependence, hence our slavery spiings ; 

Bards, if contented, are as gieat as kings 470 

Oui selves are to ourselves the cause of ill , 

We may be independent, if we will 
The man who suits his spirit to his state 
Stands on an equal footmg with the great ; 

Moguls themselves are not more rich, and he 
Who rules the English nation, not nioie fiee 
Chains were not forged moie durable and strong 
Poi bards than others, but they ’ve worn them long. 
And theiefore wear them stiU , they’ve quite foigot 
What Freedom is, and therefore piize her not 480 
Could they, though in their sleep, could they but know 
The blessings which born Independence flow , 

Could they but have a short and tiansient gleam 
Of Liberty, though ’twas but in a dieam. 

They would no more in bondage bend their knee. 

But, once made fieemen, would be always free 

1 * GnfEtlis ’ Ralph. Griffiths, a bookseller, who, m 1^49, published the 
first number of the ‘ Monthly Review ’ 
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Tbe Muse, if she one momeHt fieedom gains, 48r 

Can nevermore submit to sing in chains. 

Bied in a cage, far from the feathei’d thiong,. 

The bud repays his keeper with his song , 

But if some playful child sets wide the door, 

Abroad he flies, and thinks pf home no moie, 

With love of liberty begms to burn. 

And rather starves than to his cage return. 

Hail, Independence ' — by tiu^ reason taught, 

How few have known, and prized thee as they ought ^ 
Some give thee up ibr not , some, like boys, 

Resign thee, in their childish moqds, foi toys 
Ambition some, some avarice, misleads. 

And in both cases Independence bleeds soo 

Abroad, in quest of thee, how many roam, 

Nor know they had thee in their reach at home , 

Some, though about their paths, their beds about. 

Have never had the sense to find thee out 
Others, who know of what they are possess’d. 

Like fearful misers, lock thee in a chest, 

Hor have the resolution to produce, 

In these bad times, and bung thee forth for use 
Hail, Independence ' — though thy name ’s scarce known. 
Though thou, alas > art out of fashion grown, 6 io 

Though all despise thee, I will not despise, 

Nor bve one moment longer than I prize 
Thy piesence, and enjoy . by angiy Fate 
Bow’d down, and almost ciush’d, thou cam’st, though 
late. 

Thou cam’st upon me, like a second birth, 

And made me know what life was truly worth. 

Hail, Independence t— never may my cot. 

Till I forge^thee, be by thee forgot . 



428 


chueohill’s poems 


Thither, oh ' thither, oftentimes repair , 619 

Cotes,^ whom thou lovest too, shall meet thee there 
All thoughts but what arise fiom joy give o’ei, 

Peace dwells within, arid law shall guaid the door 
O’Srweening^Baid' Law guaid thy dooi > What law 
The law of England To control and awe 
Those saucy hopes, to stiike that spirit dumb, 

Behold, in state, Administiation come > 

Why, let her come, ip all her terrois too , 

I dare to suffer all she daies to do 
I know her malice well, and know hef’ pride, 

I know her strength, bpt wiU not change my side sso 
This melting mass of flesh she may control 
With lion ribs — she cannot chain my soul. 

No — to the last resolved her worst to bear, 

I ’m still at large, and independent there 
Where is this minister '2 wheie is the band 
Of ready slaves, who at his elbow stand 
To bear, and to perform his wicked will 
Why, for the first time, aie they slow to ill 1 
When some giand act ’gainst law is to be done. 

Doth sleep , doth blood-hound lun 540 

To L , and worry those small deer. 

When he might do more precious mischief heie 
Doth Webb turn tail'^ doth he lefuse to draw 
Illegal warrants, and to call them law 

Doth at Guddford kick’d, fiom Guildford lun, 

With that cold lump of unbaked dough, his son. 

And, his more honest rival Ketch to cheat, 

Purchase a burial-place where thiee ways meet ^ 

Believe it not ; is still. 

And never sleeps, when he should wake to ill ; 550 

^ ‘ Cotes ’ Humphiey Cotes, a staimoii supporter <#Wiikes 
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doth lesser mischiefs by the by, 551 

The gieat ones till the term m petto he 

lives, and, to the strictest justi«e true, 

Scorns to defraud the hangmati of his due 

0 my poor Countiy ' — ^weak, and overpoyer’d 
By thine own sons — ate to Jhe bone — devoui’d 
By vipers, which, in thine own entrads bred, 

Prey on thy life, and with thy blood are fed. 

With unavaihng giief thy wron^ I see. 

And, for myself not feehng, feel for thee seo 

I grieve, but ^an’t despair — ^for, lo > at hand 

Freedom piesents a choice, but %thful band 

Of lo^al patriots , men who greatly daie 

In such a noble cause ; men fit to bear 

The weight of empires , Fortune, Rank, and Sense, 

Virtue and Knowledge, leagued with' Eloquence, 

March in their ranks , Freedom fiom file to file 
Daits her delighted eye, and with a smile 
Approves her honest sons, whilst down her cheek. 

As Twere by stealth, (her heait too full to speak) 570 
One tear in silence creeps, one honest tear. 

And seems to say. Why is not Granby ^ here 1 ’ 

0 ye brave few, in whom we stiU may find 
A love of virtue, freedom, and mankind ’ 

Go foith — ^in majesty of woe array’d. 

See at your feet your Country kneels for aid, 

And, (many of her children traitors giown) 

Kneels to those sons she still can call her own ; 
Seeming to breathe her last in every bieath, 

She kneels for freedom, or she begs for death — sso 
Fly, then, each duteous son, each English chief, 

And to your drooping parent bring relief. 

1 ‘ Granby ’ the Marquis of Granby, ui 1766, vas appointed Commander- 
in-Ch«ef of all his Majesty’s land forces in Groat Britain See Jnnius 
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Go forth — nor Jet the siren voice of Ease 
Tempt ye to sleep, whilst tempests swell the seas , 
Go foith— ►nor let H^pocnsy, whose tongue 
With many a fair, false, fatal ait is hung, 

Lfke Bethel’^ fawning piophet, cross yoiii way. 
When your great eiiand biooks not of delay , 

Nor let vain Pear, who cues to all she meets. 
Trembling and pale, ‘ A lion in the streets,’ 

Damp your free spirits ^ let not threats affright. 
Nor biibes coiiupt, nor flatteries delight 
Be as one man — concoid success ensiuies— ► 

Theie’s not an English heart but what is youis 
Go forth — and Virtue, ever in your sight. 

Shall be your guide by day, your guard by niglit — 
Go forth — ^the champions of your native land, 

And may the battfe piosper in your hand — 

It may, it must — ^ye cannot be withstood — 

Be your hearts honest, as your cause is goodi 


THE JOURNEY' 

Some of my friends (for friends I must suppose 
All, who, not daiing to appear my foes. 

Feign great good will, and, not more full of spite 
Than full of craft, under false colours fight), 
Some of my friends (so lavishly I pimt). 

As more in sorrow than in anger, hint 
(Though that indeed will scarce admit a doubt) 
That I shall run my stock of genius out, 


1 ‘Jomney ’ a po&tliiimous publication 
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My no great stock, and, publishing so fast, 9 

Must needs become a bankmpt at the last 
‘ The husbandman, to spaie a thankful soil,. 

Which, rich in disposition, pay^ his toil 
More than a himdiedfold, which swells Ins store 
E’en to his wish, and makes his barns run o’er. 

By long Experience taught, who teaches best. 

Foregoes his hopes a while, and gives it" rest 
The land, allow’d its losses to rejiair. 

Refresh’d, and full in stiength, delights to wear 
A second yoith, aijd to the faimer’s eyes 
Bids iichei crops, and double ha^ests rise 20 

‘ Nor think this practice to tUe earth confined, 

It reaches to the culture of the mind 

The mind of man craves lest, and cannot beai, 

Though next m power to Grod’s, continual care 
Genius himself (nor here let Genius frown) 

Must, to ensuie his vigour, be laid down. 

And fallow’d well had Churchill known but this. 
Which the most slight obseiver scarce could miss. 

He might have flourish’d twenty years or more, 

Though now, alas > poor man ! worn out in four ’ ^ so 
Recovei’d from the vanity of youth, 

I feel, alas ' this melancholy truth, 

Thanks to each cordial, each advising friend. 

And am, if not too late, resolved to mend. 

Resolved to give some respite to my pen, 

Apply myself once moie to books and men ; 

View what is present, what is past review. 

And, my old stock exhausted, lay in new. 

For twice six moons (let winds, turn’d porteis, bear 
This oath to Heaven), for twice six moons, I swear, io 
^In four ’ be did not complete tbe fourtli 
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No Muse shall tempt me -with her siren lay, 

Nor draw me fiom Improvement’s thorny way 
Yeise I abjure, nor.will forgive that friend. 

Who, in my heaiing, shah a rhyme commend 
It cannot be — whether I will oi no, 

r 

Such as they are, my thoughts in measure flow 
Convinced, determined, I in prose begin. 

But ere I write *one sentence, verse creeps in. 

And taints me through^ and through , by this good light. 
In verse I talk by day, I dream by night * 50 

If now and then I cuise, my curses chime. 

Nor can I pray, unless I pi ay in rhyme 
E’en now I err, in spite of Common Sense, 

And my confession doubles my offence 

Rest then, my fnends , — spare, spare youi piecious 
breath. 

And be your slumbers not less sound than death , 
Perturbed spints rest, nor thus appear. 

To waste your counsels in a spendthrift’s ear , 

On your grave lessons I cannot subsist, 

Nor even in verse become economist eo 

Rest then, my fi lends , nor, hateful to my ejes, 

Let Envy, in the shape of Pity, rise 
To blast me ere my time ; with patience wait, 

(’Tis no long interval) propitious Pate 
Shall glut your piide, and every son of phlegm 
Find ample room to censure and condemn 
Read some three hundred lines (no easy task, 

But probably the last that I shall ash), 

And give me up for ever , wait one hour. 

Nay not so much, revenge is m your power, 70 

And ye may cry, ere Time hath turn’d his glass, 

Lo ’ what we prophesied is come to pass 
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Let tliose, who poetry in poems claiTD» 73 

Oi not read this, or only read to blame ; 

Let those who are by Fiction’s chafms enslai’ed, 

Return me thanks for half-a-crown well saved , 

Let those who love a little gall in rhjme ^ 

Postpone their purchase now, and call next time , 

Let those who, void of Watuie, look foi;Ait, 

Take up their money, and in peace depart , so 

Let those who energy of dictioa piize, 

For Billingsgate quit Flexney,^ and be wise 
Here is no lie, no gall, no art, no force. 

Mean aie the words, and such as> come of course , 

The subject not less simple than the lay , 

A plain, unlabour’d Jomney of a Day. 

Far from me now be every tuneful maid, 

I neither ask, nor can receive their aid 
Pegasus -{(mn’d into a common hack, 

Alone I jog, and keep the beaten tiack, so 

Nor would I have the Sisters of the hill 
Behold their bard m such a dishabiUe. 

Absent, but only absent for a time, 

Let them caress some dealer son of Rhyme , 

Let them, as fai as decency permits, 

Without suspicion, play the fool with wits, 

’Gamst fools be guarded , ’tis a ceitain rule. 

Wits are safe things ; theie ’s danger in a fool. 

Let them, though modest. Gray more modest woo ; 
Let them with Mason bleat, and bray, and coo , 100 

Let them with Franklin,^ pioud of some small Greek, 
Make Sophocles, disguised, in English speak , 

Let them, with Glover,® o’er Medea doze , 

Let them, with Dodsley, wad Cleone’s ^ woes, 

^ ‘ I'le'coey ’ the publisher of his poems — ^ ‘ FrajiLUn ’ Dr Frauklin, 
author,of a translftion of Sophocles — ® ‘ Glover • ’ Dr Glover in his tiagedy 
of Vedea. — * ‘ Cleone ’ a tiagedy by Eobert Dodsley. 

2b 
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Whilst he, fine feeling creature, all in tears, 105 

Melts as they melt, and weeps with weeping peeis , 

Let them, with sim;^e Whitehead ^ taught to creep 
Silent and soft, lay Fontenelle asleep , 

Let them with Biowne,^ contriye, no vulgar trick, 

To cure the dead, and make the living sick , 110 

Let them, in chi^iity, to Murphy give 

Some old French piece, that he may steal and live , 

Let them with antic Foote, subscriptions get. 

And adveitise a summer-house of wit 

Thu% or in any better way they please,*’ 

With these great men,''or with great men like these. 

Let them their appetite for laughter feed , 

I on my Journey all alone proceed 

If fashionable grown, and fond of power. 

With humorous Scots let them disport their hour, 120 
Let them dance, fairy like, round Ossian’s tomb , 

Let them forge lies and histones for Hume ; 

Let them with Home, the very prince of verse. 

Make something like a tragedy in Erse , 

Under daik Allegory’s flimsy veil. 

Let them, with Ogilvie,^ spin out a tale 
Of lueful length , let them plain things obscure, 

Debase what ’s tiuly rich, and what is poor 
Make poorer still by jargon most uncouth , 

With every pert, prim prettmess of youth, 130 

Born of false taste, with Fancy (like a child 
Not knowing what it cnes for) running wild. 

With bloated style, by Affectation taught, , 

With much false colouiing, and little thought, 

^ ^ Wliiteliead ’ Whitehead dedicated his ‘ School for Lowers ’ to the memory 
of Fontenelle — ® ‘ Biowne ’ ^ The Cure of Saul, ’ a sacied ode by Dr Biowne, 
was set to music — ® ‘ Ogilvie ’ John Ogilvie, A M , was the author of ‘ Pro- 
vidence,’ an allegoiical poem 
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With, phrases strange, and dialect decreed iss 

By Reason never to have pass’d the Tweed, 

With words, which Natnie meant ^ch other’s foe, 
Foiced to compound whether -they will or no ; 

With such materials, let them, if they will, 

To prove at once their pleasantry and skill’ uo 

Build up a bard to war ’gainst Common Sense, 

By way of compliment to Pi evidence , 

Let them, with xkrmstiong,^ taking leave of Sense, 

Read musty lectures on Benevolence, 

Or con the pages Qf his gaping Day, 

Where all his former fame was thrown away, 

Where all, but barren labour, w’as foigot, 

And the vain stiffness of a letter’d Scot ; 

Let them, with Armstrong, pass the teim of light. 

But not one horn of darkness : wheh the night i«o 
Suspends this mortal coil, when Memoiy wakes. 

When for our past misdoings, Conscience takes 
A deep revenge, when, by Reflection led, 

She draws his curtains, and looks Comfort dead. 

Let every Muse be gone , m vain he turns, 

And tries to pray for sleep , an x®tna burns, 

A moie than ^tna, in his coward breast. 

And Gmlt, with vengeance arm’d, foibids him rest 
Though soft as plumage from young Zephyr’s wing, 

His couch seems hard, and no relief can bung , iso 
Ingratitude hath planted daggers there 
No good man can deserve, no brave man bear 
Thus, or in any better way they please. 

With thesS great men, or with great men like these, 

Let them their appetite for laughter feed , 

I on my Journey all alone proceed. 

1 ‘ Armstrong ’ Dr John Axmationg, author of that beantifol poem, ‘The 
Art of Presemng Health,’ also of one enutled ‘ Day,’ m which he reflected on 
ijhurcliill, who had been his fiiend 
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DEDICATION 

TO CHUBCHyjL’S SEEMOSTS. 

TlfL manuscript of this unfinished poem was found among the fevi papeis 
Chui chill left behind him 

Health to great jjlo’ster ’ — ftom a man unknown, 

Who holds thy health as dearly as his own, 

Accept this greeting — nor let modest fear 
Call up one maiden blush — I mean not here 
To-woun^ with flattery , ’tis a Tillainls art, ^ 

And suits not with the frankness of my heart 
Truth best becomes an orthodox divine, 
iknd, spite of Hell, that character is mine : 

To speak e’en bitter truths I cannot fear ; 

But truth, my lord, is panegyiic here lo 

Health to great Glo’ster ' — ^nor, through love, of ease, 
Which all priests love, let this address displease 
I ask no favour, not one note I crave. 

And when this busy brain rests in the grave, 

(For till that time it never can have rest) 

I wiU not trouble you with one bequest 
Some humbler friend, my mortal journey done, 

More near in blood, a nephew or a son, 

In that dread hour executor I ’ll leave. 

For I, alas * have many to receive , 20 

To give, but little — To great Glo’ster health ’ 

Nor let thy true and proper love of wealth 
Here take a false alarm — m purse though poor, 

In spint I ’m nght proud, nor can endure 
The mention of a bribe — thy pocket ’s free : 

I, though a dedicator, scorn a fee 

Let thy own ofispnng all thy fortunes share ; 

I would not AUen rob, nor Aden’s heir. 
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Think not, — a thought unworthy thy great soul, 
Which pomps of this world never could control, 
Which never oflfer’d up at Power’s* vain shrilie, — 
Think not that pomp and power can work on mine 
’Tis not thy name, though that indeed is great, 

’Tis not the tinsel trumpesy of state, 

’Tis not thy title, Doctor though thou„art, 

’Tis not thy mitre, which hath won my heait 
State IS a faice, names are but empty things, 
Degiees are bought, and, by mistaken kings. 

Titles are oft mi^laced , mitres, which shine 
So bright in other eyes, are dull in mine. 

Unless set off by virtue , who deceives 
Under the sacred sanction of lawn sleeves 
Enhances guilt, commits a double sjn ; 

So fair without, and yet so foul within 
’Tis not thy outward form, thy easy mien, 

Thy sweet complacency, thy brow serene. 

Thy open front, thy love-commanding eye, 

Where fifty Cupids, as m ambush, lie. 

Which can from sixty to sixteen impart 
The force of Love, and point his blunted dart ; 

’Tis not thy face, though that by Nature ’s made 
An index to thy soul , though there display’d 
We see thy mind at large, and through thy skm 
Peeps out that courtesy which dwells within , 

’Tis not thy birth, for that is low as mine, 

Around our heads no lineal gloiies shine — 

But what IS birth,— when, to dehght mankind, 
Heralds can make those arms they cannot find. 
When thou art to thyself, thy sire unknown, 

A whole Welsh genealogy alone 

No , ’tis % inward man, thy proper worth. 

Thy right just estimation here on earth, 
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Thy life and doctune uniformly join’d, os 

And flowing from that wholesome souice, thy mind , 

Thy known contempt -nf Persecution’s lod, 

Thy charity for man, thy love of God, 

Thy^faith in Qhrist, so well approved ’mongst men. 

Which now give life and utterance to my pen 
Thy viitue, not thj rank, demands my lays , 

’Tis not the Bishop, but the Saint, I piaise 70 

Raised by that theme, I snai on wings moie stiong. 

And burst foith into praise withheld too long 
Jjjuch did I wish, e’en whilst I keptsthosersheep 
Which, for my curse, I was ordain’d to keep, — 

Ordain’d, alas > to keep, thiough need, not choice. 

Those sheep which never heard their shepheid’s voice. 
Which did not know^ yet would not leain their way. 
Which stray’d themselves, yet grieved that I should stray 
Those sheep which my good father (on his bier 
Let fihal duty drop the pious teai) so 

Kept well, yet starved himself, e’en at that time 
Whilst I was pure and innocent of ihyme, 

Whilst, sacred Dulness ever m my view. 

Sleep at my bidding crept fiom pew to pew, — 

Much did I wish, though little could I hope, 

A friend in him who was the friend of Pope 
His hand, said I, my youthful steps shall guide. 

And lead me safe where thousands fall beside ; 

His temper, his expeiience, shall control. 

And hush to peace the tempest of my soul , 90 

His judgment teach me, from the critic school. 

How not to eir, and how to err by rule ; 

Instruct me, mingle profit with delight. 

Where Pope was wrong, where Shakspeare was not light , 
Where they are justly praised, and where, through whim, 
How little ’s due to them, how much to him 
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Raised ’bove tbe slavery of common rules, 97 

Of common-sense, of modern, ancient scbools, 

Those feehngs banish’d 'which mislead us all, 

Fools as we aie, and which we Nature call, 

He by his great example might impart 
A better something, and baptize it Ait ; 

He, all the feelings of my youth forgo!;. 

Might show me what is taste by what is not , 

By him supported, with a proper piide, 

I might hold aU mankind as fools beside , 

He (should a wortd, perverse and peevish groffo 
Explode his maxims and assert»their own) 

Might teach me, like himself, to be content, 

And let their folly be their punishment , no 

Might, like himself, teach his adopted son, 

’Gainst all the world, to quote a Warburton 
Fool that I was ' could I so much deceive 
My soul with lying hopes could I believe 
That he, the servant of his Maker sworn. 

The servant of his Saviour, would be torn 
From their embrace, and leave that dear employ, 

The cure of souls, his duty and his joy. 

For toys hke mine, and waste his precious time, 

On which so much depended, for a rhyme ^ 120 

Should he forsake the task he undertook, 

Deseit his flock, and bieak his pastoral crook 
Should he (foibid it, Heaven ') so high in place. 

So rich in knowledge, quit the work of grace, 

And, idly wandering o’er the Muses’ hill. 

Let the salvation of mankind stand stillt 

Far, far be that fiom thee— yes, far from thee 
Be such revolt from grace, and far from me 
The wiU to think it — guilt is in the thought — 

Not so, not so, hath ¥aiburton been taught, iso 
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Not so learn’d C|jnst Recall'that day, well known, 131 
When (to maintain God’s honom, and his own) 

He call’d bfasphemera forth , methinks I now 
See stern Rebuke enthioned on his brow, 

And aim’d wp^th tenfold terrors — from his tongue, 

Where fiery zeal and Chiistian fuiy hung, 

Methinks I hear -{ihe deep-toned thunders roll, 

And chill with honor every sinner’s soul. 

In vain they strive to fly.^flight cannot save, 

And Potter trembles even in his grave — no 

W:Mih aib.the conscious pride of innocence, 

Methinks I hear him, in- his own defence, 
r)ear witness to himself, whilst all men knew, 

By gospel lules his witness to be true 

0 gloiious man '^thy zeal I must commend, 

Though it deprived me of my deaiest fncnd ; 

The real motives of thy anger known, 

Wilkes must the justice of that anger own , 

And, could thy bosom have been bared to view, 

Pitied himself, in turn had pitied you. 

Bled to the law, you wisely took the gown. 

Which I, like Demas, foolishly laid down , 

Hence double strength our Holy Mother diew. 

Me she got rid of, and made piize of you 
I, like an idle tiuant fond of play. 

Doting on toys, and throwing gems away. 

Grasping at shadows, let the substance slip ; 

But you, my lord, renounced attorneyship 
With better pm'pose, and more noble aim. 

And wisely played a more substantial game • ico 

Nor did Law mouin, bless’d in her younger son. 

For Mansfield does what Glo’ster would have done 
Doctor ' Dean ' Bishop ' Glo’ster > and My Lord * 

If haply these high titles may accoid 
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Wltli thy meek spirit , if the bairen sound ms 

Of piide delights thee, to the topmost lound 
Of Poi tune’s ladder got, despise not one 
For want of smooth hypocnsj* undone. 

Who, far below, turns up his wondeiing eye. 

And, without envy, sees thee placed so high 170 

Let not thy brain (as biains less potent might) 

Dizzy, confounded, giddy with the height. 

Turn round, and lose distinction, lose her skiU 
And wonted powers of knowing good from ill, 

Of sifting truth from falsehood, friends from foes ; 

Let Glo’ster well lemember how he rose. 

Nor turn his back on men who made him great ; 

Let him not, gorged with power, and diunk with state. 
Forget what once he was, though now so high, 

How low, how mean, and full as poor as I iso 

-r li 4- % -,5- 

VcBtera desiint 


LINES WRITTEN IN WINDSOR PARK. 


These veises appealed with Churchill’s name to them in the Tondoa 
Magazine for 1763, and tlieie is no leason to doubt their being geminie. 


When Pope to Satne gave its lawful way, 

And made the Nimiods of Mankind his prey , 
When hanghty Windsor heard through every wood 
Their shame, who durst he great, yet not be good , 
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Who, diunk with power, and with ambition blind. 
Slaves to themseives, and monsters to mankind, 
Sinking the man, to magnify the prince. 

Were heretofore, what Sthaits have been since 
Ceroid he have look’d into the womb of Time, 
How might his spiiit in prophetic rhyme. 
Inspired by virtue, and foi fieedom bold, 

Matters of dilFerent import have foretold ' 

How might his Muse, if Any Muse’s tongue 
Could equal such an aigument, have sung 
One William,^ who makes all mankind his care, 

IT 

And shines the saviour of his countiy theic ’ 

One William, who to every heait gives law , 

The son of George, the image of Nassau ' 

^ ‘ William ’ ljuke of Ciimbeiland- -the Whig heio 
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